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THE 


OF THE 


GEORGICS. 


THE ARGUMENT, 


This Book begins with the invocation of ſome rural deities, 
and a compliment to Auguſtus: after which Virgil directs 
himſelf to Mecznas, and enters on his ſuhject. He lays 
down rules for the breeding and management of horſes, 
oxen, ſheep, goats, and dogs; and interweaves ſeveral 
pleaſant deſcriptions of 2 chariot-race, of the battle of 
the bulls, of the force of love, and of the Seythian win- 
ter. In the latter part of the book he relates the diſeaſes 
incident to cattle; and ends the deſcription of a fatal 


murrain that formerly raged among the Alps. 


194 propitious Pales, I rehearſe, 
And fing thy paſtures in no vulgar verſe. 

Amphryſian ſhepherd ; the Lyczan woods; 
Arcadia's flow'ry plains and pleafing floods. 
Are worn with uſe, unworthy me to write. 
Buſiris* altars, and the dire decrees 

Of hard Eureſtheus, ev ry reader fees: 
Hylas the boy, Latona's erring iſle, 

And Pelop's iv'ry ſhoulder, and his toil 
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2 VIRGHL's GEORGICS. Gron. BI. 
For fair Hippodame, with all the reſt 

Of Grecian tales, by poets are expreſt ; 

New ways I muſt attempt, my groveling name 

To raiſe aloft, and wing my flight to fame. 

I, firſt of Romans, ſhall in triumph come Is 
From conquer'd Greece, and bring her trophies home : 
With foreign ſpoils adorn my native place ; 

And with Idume's palms my Mantua grace. 

Of Parian ſtone a temple will I raiſe, 

Where the low Mincius thro” the valley ſtrays: 20 
Where cooling ſtreams invite the flocks to drink, 
And reeds defend the winding water's brink. 

Full in the midit ſhall mighty Cæſar ſtand, 

Hold the chief honours, and the dome command : 
Then I, conſpicuous in my Tyrian gown, 23 
(Submitting to his godhead my renown) 

A hundred courſes from the goal will drive ; 

The rival chariots in the race ſhall ſtrive. 

All Greece ſhall flock from far, my games to ſce, 
The wherlbat and the rapid race, ſhall be 1 
Reſerv d for Cæſar, and ordain'd by me. 

Myſelf, with olive crown'd, the gifts will bear; 
Ev'n now, methinks, the public ſhouts I hear, 
The paſſing pageants, and the pomps appear. 

I, to the temple will conduct the crew; 35 
The ſacrifice and facrificers view; 

From thence return, attended by my train, 


Where the proud theatres diſcloſe the ſcene ; 

Which interwoven Britons ſeem to raiſe, 

And ſhew the triumph which their ſhame diſplays. 40 
High 


Geon. III. VIRGIL's GEORGICS. 3 
High o'er the gate, in elephant and gold, 

The crowd ſhall Czfar's Indian war behold ; 

The Nile ſhall flow beneath, and on the fide 

His ſhatter'd ſhips on brazen pillars ride, 

Next him Niphates with inverted urn, * 


And dropping ſedge, ſhall his Armenia mourn; 

And Afian cities in our triumph borne. 

With backward bows the Parthian ſhall be there; 
And, ſpurring from the fight, confef; their fear. 

A double wreath ſhall crown our Cæſar's brows, 56 
Two differing trophics from two diffcrent foes. 
Europe and Afric in his fame ſhall join; 

But neither ſhore his conqueſt ſhail confine. 

The Parian marble, there, ſhail ſeem to move, 

In breathing ſtatues, not unworthy Jove ; 55 
Reſembling heroes, whoſe ethereal root 

Is Jove himſelf, and Czfar is the fruit. 

Tros and his race the ſculptor ſhall employ, 

And he the god, who built the walls of Troy. 

Envy herſelf at lat grown pale and dumb, 65 
(By Czfar combated and overcome) 

Shall give her hands: and fear the curling ſuakes 

Of laſhing furies, and the burning lakes: 


The pains of famiſh'd Tantalus thall feet 
And Siſyphus that labours up the hill «f 


The rolling rock in vain, and curs'd Ixion's 
Mean time we muſt purſue the Sylvan lands, { 


(Th” abode of nymphs) untouch'd by former hands; 
For ſuch, Meczuas, are thy hard commands. 
Az Without 


4 VIRGiL's GEORGICS. Geron. III. 
Without thee nothing lofty can I fing ; 70 
Come then, and with thyſelf thy genius bring, 
With which infpir'd, I brock no dull delay, 
Cytkeron Toudly calls me to my way; | 
Thy hounds, Taygetus, open. and purſue their prey. 
High Epidaurus urges on my ſpe ed, 7s 
Fam'd for his hills and for his horſes breed; 
From bills and dales the chearful cries rebound ; 
For echo hunts along, and propagates the ſound. 
A time will come, when my maturer muſe, 
In Czfar's wars a nobler theme ſhall chuſe. 80 
And thro' more ages bear my ſovereigu's praiſe, 
Than have from Tithon paſt to Cæſar's days. 

The gen'rous youth, who, ſtudious of the prize, 
The race of running courſers multiplies; 
Or to the plough the ſturdy bullocks breeds, 87 
May know that from the dam the worth ofcach proceeds. 
The mother cow muſt wear a low ring look, 
Sour headed, ſtrongly neck'd to bear the yoke. 
Her double dew-lap from her chin deſcends ; 
And at her thighs the pond*rous burden ends. go 
Long as ker fides and large, her limbs are great, 
Rough are her ears, and broad her horny feet. 
Her colour ſhining black, but fleck'd with white; 
She toſſes from the yoke ; provokes the fight: 
She riſes in her gait, is free from fears, 95 
And in her face a bulls reſemblance bears: 
Her ample forehead with a ſtar is crown'd ; 
And with ber length of tail the ſweeps the ground. 


The 
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The bull's inſult at four ſhe may ſuſtain ; 
But, after ten, from nuptial rites refrain. Ics 
Six ſeaſons uſe ; but then releaſe the cow, 
Unfit for love, and for the lab'rivg plow. 
Now while their youth is Hl“ d with kindly fire, 
Submit thy females to thy luſty fire; 
Watch the quick motions of the friſking tail, 10s 
Indulging pleaſure leſt the breed ſhould fail. 
In youth alone, unhappy mortals live ; 
But ah! the mighty bliſs is fugitive ; 
Diſcolour'd fickneſs, anxious labour come, 116 
And age, and death's inexorable doom. 
Yearly thy herds in vigour will impair ; 
Recruit and mend em with thy yearly care: 
Still propagate, for ſtill they fall away, 
"Tis prudence to prevent th” entire decay. 113 
Like diligence require the courſer's race, 
In early choice, and for a longer ſpace. 
The colt, that for a ſtallion is defign'd, 
By ſure preſages ſhews his generous kind, 
Of able body, ſound of limb and wind 120 
Upright he walks on paſterns firm and ftraight, 
His motions eaſy, prancing in his gait. 
The firſt to lead the way. to tempt the flood ; 
To paſs the bridge unknown, nor fear the trembling 
wood. 
Dauntlefs at employ noiſes ; lofty neck'd ; 123 
Sharp- headed, barrel-belly'd, broadly-back d, 
43 Brawny 


0 VIRCIL's GHEOROGIcs. Gen. II. 
Brawny his cheſt, aud deep; his colour grey; 

For beauty Cappl-d, or the brighteſt bay; ' 
Faint white and dun will ſcarce the rearing pay. 

The fiery courſer, when he hears from far 130 
The ſprightly trumpets, and the ſhouts of war, 
Pricks up his ears, and trembling with delight, 
Shifts place, and paws ; and hopes the promis'd fight, 
On his right ſhoulder his thick mane reclin'd, 


RufTles at ſpeed, and dances in the wind. 134 
His horny hoofs are jetty black and round, 

His chine is double, ſtarting with a bound | 
He turns the turf, and ſhakes the folid ground. 


Fire from his eyes, clouds from his noſtrils flow: 

Ile bears his rider headlong on the foe. 140 
Such was the ſteed in Grecian poet's fam'd, 

Proue Cyllarus, by Spartan Pollux tam'd ; 

Such courſers bore to fight the god of Thrace ; 

And ſuch, Achilles, was thy warlike race. 

In ſuch a ſhape, grim Saturn did reſtrain 143 

His heav'nly limbs, and flow'd with ſuch a mane. 

When, half ſurpris'd, and fearing to be ſeen, 

The leacher gallopp'd from his jealous queen; 

Ran up the ridges of the rocks amain ; 

And with ſhrill neighings fill'd the neighbouring plain. 
But worn with years when dire diſeaſes come, 51 

Then hide his not ignoble age at home : 

In peace t” enjoy his former palms and pains : 

And gratefully be kind to his remains. 

For when his blood no youthful ſpirits move, 134 

He languiſhes and labours ia his love. 
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And when the fprightly ſeed ſhould ſwiftly come, 
Dribbling he drudges, and defrauds the womb. 
In vain he burns like haſty ſtubble fires, 
And in himſelf his former ſelf requires. 160 
His age and courage weigh; not thoſe alone, 
But note his father's virtues and his own ; 
Obſerve, if he diſdains to yield the prize 3 
Of loſs impatient, proud of victoriĩes. 4264 
Haſt thou beheld, when from the goal they ſtart, 
Ruſh to the race; and panting, ſcarcely bear 
Th” extremes of feveriſh hope, and chilling fear; 
Stoop to the reins, and laſh with all their force; 
The flying chariot kindles in the courkſ : 170 
And now a-low and now aloft they fly, 
As borne thro” air, and ſeem to touch the ſky : 
No ſtop, no ſtay, but clouds of ſand ariſe, 
Spurn'd and caft backward on the follow'rs eyes. 
The hindwoſt blows the foam upon the firſt; 275 
Such is the love of praiſe, an honourable thirſt. 
Bold Ericthonĩus was the firſt who join'd 
Four horſes for the rapid race defign'd ; 
And o'er the duſty wheels preſiding fat ; 
The Lapithæ to chariots add the ſtate 180 
Of bits and bridles; taught the ſteed to bound; 
To turn the ring, and trace the mazy ground ; 


To ſtop, to fly, the rules of war to know; 
T' obey the rider, and to dare the foe. 
To chuſe the youthful ſteed, with courage fir'd, 
To breed him, break him, back him, are requir'd 186 
Expericac'd 
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Experienc'd maſters, and in ſundry ways; 

But once again the batter'd horſe beware, 
The weak old ſtallion will deceive thy care. 190 

Tho” famous in his youth for force and ſpeed, 
Or was of Argos or Epirian breed, | 
Ordid from Neptune'srace, or from himſelf proceed. 
Theſe things premis'd, when now the nuptial time 

Approaches for the ſtately ſteed to climb; 195 

With food enable him to make his court; 

Diſtend his chine, and pamper him for ſport : 

Feed him with herbs, whatever thou canſt find, 

Of generous wealth, and of ſalacious kind: 

Then water him, and (drinking what he can) 200 

Encourage him to thirſt again, with bran. 

Inſtructed thus, produce him to the fair, 

And join in wedlock to the longing mare : 

For if the fire be faint, or out of caſe, 

He will be copied in his famiſh'd race; 205 

And fink beneath the pleaſing taſk aſſign d; | 

(For all's too little for the craving kind.) 

Take down their mettle, keep em lean and bare; 
When conſcious of their paſt delight, and keen 216 
To take the leap, and prove the ſport again; 

With ſcanty meaſure then ſupply their food ; 

And, when athirſt, reſtrain em from the flood; 

Their bodies harraſs, fink them when they run, 

And fry their melting marrow in the ſun: 215 

Starve 
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Stat ve em, when barns beneath their burden groan, 
And winnow'd chaff by weſtern wind is blown. 

For fear the rankneſs of the ſwelling womb 
Shou'd ſcant the paſſage, and confine tie room: 
Left the fat furrows ſhould the ſenſe deſti oy 220 
Of genial luſt, and dull the ſcat of joy. 

But let them ſuck the ſced with greedy force, 

And cloſe involve the vigour of the horſe. 

The male has done ; thy care muſt now proceed 
To teeming females, and the prumi>'d breed. 426 
Firſt let em run at large, and never know 
The taming yoke, or draw the crooked plow : 

Let em not leap the ditch, or ſwim the flood, 
Or lumber o'er the meads or crofs the wood: 
But range the foreſt, by the filver fide 230 
Of ſome cool ſtream, where nature ſtiall provide 

Green grafs and fat' ning clover for their fare, ? 


And moſſy caverns for their noontide lare ; 
With rocks above to ſhield the ſharp nocturnal air. 
About th* Alburnian groves, with holly green, 235 
Of winged inſects mighty ſwarms are ſcen; 
This flying plague { to mark its quality,) 
Oeſtros, the Grecians call; Afylus. we: 
A fierce loud buzzing breeze, their ſtings draw blood; 
And drive the cattle gadding thro” the wood. 240 
Seiz'd with unuſual pains, they loudly cry, 
Tanagrus haſtens thence, and Icaves his channel dry. 
This curſe the jealous Juno did invent, 
And firſt employ'd for lo's puniſhmer:t. 

To 


10 
To ſhun this ill, the cunning leach ordains 
In ſummer's ſultry heats (for then it reigns) 
To feed the females, ere the ſun ariſe, 

Or late at night, when ſtars adorn the ſkies. 
When ſhe has calv'd, then ſet the dam aſide ; 


And for the tender progeny provide. 
Diſtinguiſh'd all betimes, with branding fire, 
To note the tribe, the lineage, and the fire : 
Whom to reſerve for huſband of the herd, 

Or who ſhall be to ſacrifice preferr'd ; 

Or whom thou ſhalt to turn thy glebe allow; 
To ſmooth the furrows, and ſuſtain the plow ; 
The reſt, for whom no lot is yet decreed, 
May run in paſtures, and at pleaſure feed. 
The calf, by nature and by genius made 

To turn the glebe, bred to the rural trade: 
Set him betimes to ſchool; and let him be 
Inſtructed there in rules of huſbandry ; 

While yet his youth is flexible and green; 
Nor bad examples of the world has ſeen. 
Early begin the ſtubborn child to break; 

For his ſoft neck, a ſupple collar make 

Of bending ofiers; and (with time and care 
Inur d that eaſy ſervitude to bear) 

Thy flattering method on the youth purſue ; 
Join'd with his ſchool-fellows by two and two, 
Perſuade em firſt to lead an empty wheel, 
That ſcarce the duſt can raiſe, or they can feel; 


In length of time produce the lab'ring yoke. 


And ſhining ſhares, that make the furrows ſmoke. 
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Gros. III. VIRGIL's GEORGICS. 
Ere the licentious youth be thus reſtrain'd, 
Or moral precepts on their minds have gain'd, 
Their wanton appetites not only feed 
With delicates of leaves and marſhy weed, 
But with thy fickle reep the rankeſt land, 
Nor be with harmful parfimony won 
To foilow what our homely fires have done ; 
Who filPd the pail with beeſtings of the cow; 
But all her udder to the calf allow. 

If to the warlike ſteed thy ſtudies bend, 28 
Or for the prize in chariots to contend ; 
Near Piſa's flood the rapid wheels to guide, 
Or in Olympian groves aloft to ride, 
The generous labours of the courſer, firſt 
Muſt be with fight of arms and ſound of trumpets nurſt; 
Inur'd the groaning axle-tree to bear, 291 
And let him claſhing whips in ſtables hear; 
Sooth him with praiſe, and make him anderſtand 
The loud applauſes of his maſter's hand: 
And then betimes in a ſoft ſnaffle wrought ; 
Untry'd in arms, and trembling at the bit; 
But when to four full ſprings his years advance, 
Teach him to run the round, with pride to prance 3 
And (rightly manag'd) equal time to beat, 301 
To turn, to bound in meaſure, and curvet. 
Let him, to this, with eaſy pains be brought, 
And ſeem to labour, when he labours not. 


nd 
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Thus, form'd to ſpeed, he challenges the wind, 30g 
And leaves the Scythian arrow far behind: 

He ſcours along the field, with looſen'd reins, 

And treads fo light he ſcarcely prints the plains: 

Like Boreas in his race, when ruſhing forth, 

He ſweeps the ſkies and clears the cloudy north: 316 
The waving harveſt bends beneath his blaſt : 
The foreſt ſhakes, the groves their honours caſt ; G 
He flies aloft, and with impetuous roar J 


Purſues the foaming ſurges to the ſhore. 

Thus o'er th' Elean plains thy well-breath'd horſe 

Impels the flying carr. and wins the courſe ; 316 «+ 
Or, bred to Belgian waggors, leads the way, = 

Untir'd at night, and chearful all the day. 13 
When once he's broken, feed him full and high : | 

Indulge his growth, and his gaunt fides ſupply. 320 | 

Before his training, keep him poor and low ; 

For his ſtout ſtomach with his food will grow: 

The pamper'd colt will diſcipline diſdain, 

Impatient to the laſh, and reſtiff to the rein. | 
Wau'd'ſt thou their courage and their ſtrength 

improve, 325 

Too ſoon they muſt not feel the ſtings of love. 

Whether the bull or courſer be thy care, 

Let him not leap the cow, or mount the mare. 

The youthful bull muſt wander in the wood ; 

Behind the mountain or beyond the flood : 339 

Or, in the ſtall at home his fodder find; 

Far from the charms of that alluring kind. 


With 
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With two fair eyes his miſtreſs burns his breaſt ; 
He looks, and languiſhes, and leaves his reſt; 
Forſakes his food, and pining for the laſs, 33s 
Is joyleſs of the grove, and fpurns the growing graſs. 
The ſoft ſeducer, with enticing lovuks, 
The bellowing rivals to the fight provokes. 
A beauteous heifer in the wood is bred, 
The ſtooping warriors aiming hcad to head, 340 
The foreſt rattles and the rocks rebound. 
They fence, they puſh, and puſhing, loudly roar ; 
Their dewlaps and their ſides are bath'd in gore. 
Nor when the war is over, is it peace; 445 
Nor will the vanquiſh'd bull his claim releaſe ; 
But feeding in his breaſt his ancient fires, 
And curſing fate, from his proud foe retires. 
Driv'n from his native land to foreign grounds, 
He with a gen'rous rage reſents his wounds; 350 
And more than both, the loves, which unreveng'd he loſt, 
Often he turns his eyes, and with a groan, 
Surveys the pleating kingdoms once his own. 
And therefore to repair his ſtrength he tries; 355 
And rough upon the flinty rock he lies. 
On prickly leaves, and on ſharp herbs he feeds, 
Then to the prelude of a war proceeds. 
His horns, yet fore, he trics agaiaſt a tree, 36s 
And meditates his abſent enemy. 

Vor. II. B He 
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But, when he ſtands coll cd in his might, 
He roars, and promiſes a more ſucceſsful fight. 
Then, to redeem his honour at 2 blow, 365 
He moves his camp, to mect his carcleſs foe. 
Not with more madneſs, rolling from afar, 
The ſpumy waves proclaim the wat'ry war; 
And mounting upwards, with a mighty roar, 
March onwards, and inſult the rocky ſhore. 370 
They mate the middle region with their. height, 
And fail no leſs tha i with a mountain's weight: 
The water's boil and belching from below 
Black ſands as from a forceful engine throw. 
Thus every creature, and of every kind, 37s 
The ſecret joys of ſweet coition find ; 
Not only man's imperial race, but they 
That wing the liquid air or ſwim the ſea, 
Or haunt the defert, ruſh into the flame; 
For love is lord of all, and is in all the ſame. 380 
Tis with this rage, the mother lion ſtung, 
Scours oer the plain, regardlcfs of her young; 
Demanding rites of Love, ſhe ſternly ſtalks, 
And hunts her lover in his lonely walks. 
*Tis then the ſhapeleſs bear his den forſakes; 38 
In woods and fields a wild deftruction makes. 
Boars whet their taſks, to battle tigers move, 
Enrag'd with hunger, more enrag'd with love. 
Then woe to him that in the deſert land 
Of Lybia travels, o'er the burning ſand. 390 
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The ſtallion ſnuffs the well-known ſcent afar ; 
And fnorts and trembles for the diſtant mare: 
Nor bits nor bridles can his rage reſtrain, 
And rugged rocks are interpos'd in vain : 
He makes his way o'er mountains, and contemns 395 
Unruly torrents and unforded ftreams. 
The briſtled boar, who feels the pleaſing wound, 
New grinds his arming tuſks, and digs the ground. 
The llcepy letcher ſhuts his little eyes; 
About his churning chops the frothy bubbles riſe : 4c0 
He rubs his fides againſt a tree, prepares 
And hardens both his ſhoulders for the wars. 
What did the youth, when love's unerring dart 
Transfix'd his liver, and inflam'd his heart? 
Alone, by night, his wat'ry way he took; 405 
About him, and above, the billows broke; 
The fluices of the ſky were open ſpread ; 
And rolling thunder rattl'd o'er his head. 
The raging tempeſt call'd him back in vain, 
And every boding omen of the main. 410 
Nor cou'd his kindred, nor the kindly force 
Of weeping parents, change his fatal courſe. 
No, not the dying maid who muſt deplore, 
His floating carcaſe on the Scſtian ſhore. 

I paſs the wars that ſpotted linxes make 413 
With their fierce rivals, for the female's ſake: 
The howling wolves, the maſtiffs* amorous rage; 
When ev'n the fearful ſtag dares. for his hind engage. 
But far above the reſt, the furious mare, 
'Barr'd from the male, is frantic with deſpair. 420 

B 2 For 
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For when ber pouting vent Ceclares her pain, 
She tears the harneſs, and ihe rends the rein; 
For this, (when Venus gave them rage and pow'r) 
T+teir maſters mangled men bers they devour, 
Of love defrauded in their longing hour. * 
For love they force thro” thickets of the wood, 
They climb the ſteepy hills, and ſtem the flood. 
When at the ſprings approach their marrow burns, 
(For with the ſpring their genial warmth returns) 
The mares to cliffs of rugged rocks repair, 
And with wide noſtrils ſnuff the weſtern air: 
| When (wondrous to relate) the parent wind, 
Without the ſtallion, propagates the kind. 
Then fir'd with amorous rage, they take their flight 
Thro' plains, and mount the hills unequal height; 
Nor to the north, nor to the riſing ſun, 436 
Nor ſouthward to the rainy regions run, 
But boring to the weſt, and hov'ring there, 
With gaping mouths, they draw prolimc air: 
With which impregnate, from their groins they ſhed 
A flimy juice, by falſe conception bred. 441 
The ſhepherd knows it well, and calls by name 
ilippomanes, to note the mother's flame. 
This, gather'd in the planetary hour, 
Wich noxious weeds, and ſpelPd with words of power, 
Dire ſtepdames in the magic bowl infuſe, 446 
And mix, for deadly draughts, the pois'nous juice. 
But time is loſt, which never will renew, 

1 


43 


While we too far the pleaſing path purſue; 
Surveying nature with too nice a view. 


Let 
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Let this ſuffice for herds : our following care 

Shall woolly flocks and ſhaggy goats declare: 

Nor can I doubt what oil 1 muft beſtow, 

To raiſe my ſubject from a ground fo low; 

And the mean matter which my theme affords, 453 

To embellith with magnificence of words. 

By the commanding muſe my chariot guides; 

Which o'er the dubious cliff ſecurely rides: 

And pleas'd I am, no beaten road to take, 

But firſt the way to new diſcoveries make. 465 

Now facred Pales, in a lofty ſtrain 

I fing the rural honours of thy reign. 

Firſt with aſſiduous care, from winter keep 

Well fodder'd in the ſtalls, thy tender ſheep ; 

Then ſpread with ſtraw the bedding of thy fold, 466 

With fern beneath, to fend the bitter cold. 

That free from gouts thou may*ft preſerve thy care, 

And clear from ſcabs, produc'd by freezing air. 

Next let thy goats oſſiciouſly be nurs'd, | 

And led to living ſtreams to quench their thirſt : 470 

Feed *em with winter browſe, and for their lare 

A cote that opens to the ſouth prepare; 

Where baſking in the ſun-ſhine they may lie, 

And the ſhort remnants of his heat enjoy. 

This during winter's driſly reign be donc; 474 

Till the new ram receives th* exalted fun ; 

For hairy goats of equal profit are 

With woolly ſheep, and aſk an equal ſhare. 

'Tis true, the fleece, when drunk with Tyrian juice, 

Is dearly fold ; but not for needful uſe ; 480 
33 For 
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For the ſalacious goat increaſes more; 0 
And twice as largely yields her milky ſtore. 
The ftill diſtended udders never fail, 
( 
| 


But when they ſeem exhauſted, fwell the pail. 
Mean time the paſtor ſhears their hoary beards ; 483 
And eaſes of their hair, the loaden herds. 
Their camelots. warm in tents, the ſoldier hold; 
And ſhicld the ſhivering mariner from cold. 

On ſhrubs they browſe, and on the bleaky top 
Of rugged hills, the thorny bramble crop, 490 
Attended with their bleating kids they come 
At night unaſk'd, and mindful of their home ; £ 
And ſcarcetheir ſwelling bags the threſhold overcome. 
So much the more thy diligence beſtow 
In depth of winter, to defend the ſnow ; 498 
By how much leſs the tender helpleſs kind, 
For their own ills, can fit proviſion find. 
Then miniſter the browſe with bounteous hand, 1 
And open let thy ſtacks all winter ſtand. 
But when the weſtern winds with vital power ce 
Call forth the tender graſs and budding flower; 
Then at the laſt, produce in open air 
Both flocks, and ſend em to their ſummer fare. 
Before the ſun, while Heſperus appears, 
Firſt let *em fip from herbs the pearly tears zog 
Of morning dews; and after break their faſt 
On green-ſward ground; (a cool and grateful taſte:) 
But when the day's fourth hour has drawn the dews, 
And the ſun's ſultry heat their thirſt renews ; 


When 


@ron. III. VIRGIL's GEORGICS. 19 

When creaking graſhoppers on ſhrubs complain, 310 

Then lead em to their wat”ring troughs again. 

In ſummer's heat, fome bending valley find, 

Clos'd from the ſun, but open to the wind; 

Or ſeek ſome ancient oak, whoſe arms extend 

In araple breadth, thy cattle to defend: 315 

Or ſolitary grove, or gloomy glade, 

To ſhield em with its venerable ſhade. 

Once more to wat'ring lead, and feed again 

When the low ſun is finking to the main. 

When riſing Cynthia ſheds her filver dews ; 520 

And the cool evening-breeze the meads renews : 

When linnets fill the woods with tuneful ſound, 

And hollow ſhores the Halcyon's voice rebound. 
Why ſhould my Muſe enlarge in Libyan fxains, 

Their ſcatter d cottages and ample plains ? 528 

Where oft the flocks without a leader ſtray, 5 


Or thro” contiuuꝰ d deſerts take their way, 
And, feeding, add the length of night to day. 
Whole months they wander, grazing as they go; 
Nor folds, nor hoſpitable harbour know; 530 
Such an extent of plains, fo vaſt a ſpace 
Of wilds unknown, and of untaſted graſs 
Allures their eyes : The ſhepherd laſt appears, 
And with him all his patrimony bears : 
His houſe and houſhold gods ! his trade of war, 535 
His bow and quiver, and his truſty cur, 
Thus, under heavy arms, the youth of Rome 
Their long laborious marches overcome; 

Chewly 
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Chearly their tedious travels undergo, 
And pitch their ſudden camp before the foe. 440 

Not ſo the Scythian ſhepherd tends his fold; 

Nor he who bears in Thrace the bitter cold ; 

Nor he who treads the bleak Meotian ſtrand, 

Or where proud Iſter rolls his yellow fand. 

Early they ſtall their flocks and kerds ; for there 545 
No graſs the fields, no leaves the foreſts wear: 

The frozen earth lies buried there, below 

A hilly heap, ſeven cubits deep in ſnow; 

And all the Weſt allies of ſtormy Boreas blow. 

The ſun from far peeps with a ſickly face, 556 
Too weak the clouds, and mighty fogs to chace 
When up the ſkies he ſhoots his roſy head, 

Or in the ruddy ocean fecks his bed. 

Swift rivers are with ſudden ice conftrain'd, 

And ſtudded wheels are on its back ſuſtzin'd. x55 
An boſtry now for waggons, which before 

Tall ſhips of burden on its boſom bore. 

The brazen cauldrons, with the froſt are flaw'sd ; 
The garment, ſtiff with ice, at hearthsis thaw d; 
With axes firſt they cleave the wine, and thence +60 
From locks uncomb'd, and from the frozen beard, 
Long icicles deperd, and cracking ſounds are heard. 
Mean time perpetual ſlect and driving ſnow, 

Obſcure the ſKies, and hang on herds below. 565 
The ſtarving cattle periſh in their ſtalls, 
Huge oxen ſtand inclos'd in wint'ry walls 
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Of ſuow congeal'd ; whole herds are bury'd there 
Of mighty ſtags, and ſcarce their horns appear. 
The dex'trous huntſman wounds not theſe afar, 370 
With ſhafts or darts, or makes a diſtant war 
With dogs, or pitches toils to ſtop their flight ; 
But cloſe engages in unequal fight. 

And while they ftrive in vain to make their way 
Throꝰ hills of ſnow, and pitifully bray, 375 
Aſſaults with dint of ſword, or pointed ſpears ; 
The men to ſubterranean caves retire, 

Secure from cold, and crowd the chearful fire ; 
With trunks of elms and oaks the hearth they load, 
Nor tempt th* inclemency of heav'n abruad. 38 
Their jovial nights in frolics and in play 

They paſs, to drive the tedious hours away. 

And their cold ſtomachs with crown'd goblets chear, 
Of windy cyder, and of barmy beer. 585 
Such are the cold Riphean race; and ſuch 

The ſavage Scythian, and unwarlike Dutch: 

Where ſkias of beaſts the rude barbarians wear, 
The ſpoils of foxes and the furry bear. 

Is wool thy care? Let not thy cattle go 590 
Where buſhes are, where burrs and thiſtles grow; 
Nor in too rank a paſture let em feed; 

Then of the pureſt white ſelect thy breed: 
Ev'n tho” a ſnowy ram thou ſhalt behold, 
Prefer him not in haſte for huſband to thy fold. 
But ſearch his mouth, and if a \warthy tongue 
Is underneath his humid palate hung, 


Reject 
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Reje& him, leſt he darken all the flock, 

And ſubſtitute another from thy ſtock. 

*T was thus with fleeces milky white (if we 600 

May truſt report) Pan god of Arcady 

Did bribe thee Cynthia; nor didſt thou diſdain, 

When call'd in woody ſhades, to cure a lover's pain. 
If milk be thy defign ; with plenteuus hand 

Bring clover-graſs, and from the marſhy land 60g 

Salt herbage for the fodd'ring rack provide, 

To fill their bags, and ſwell the milky tide : 

Theſe raife their thirſt, and to the taſte reſtore 

The favour of the ſalt, on which they fed before. 
Some, when the kids their dams too deeply drain, 

With gags and muzzles their ſoft mouths reſtrain. 311 

Their morning milk the peaſants preſs at night, 

To market bear, or ſparingly they ſteep 

With ſca&ning ſalt and ſtor d, for winter keep. 615 
Nor laſt, forget thy faithful dogs, but feed 

With fat' ning whey the maſtiffs gen'rous breed; 

And Spartan race, who, for the fold's relief, 

Will proſecute with cries the nightly thief: 

Repulſe the prowling wolf, and hold at bay 620 

The mountain robbers, ruſhing to the prey. 

With cries of kounds thou may'f purſue the fear 

Of flying hares, and chace the fallow deer ; 

Rouze from their deſert dens the briſtled rage 

Of boars, and beamy ſtags in toils engage. 625 
With ſmoke of burning cedar ſcent thy walls, 

And fume with ſtinking gaibanum thy ſtalls ; 


With 
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To drive the viper's brood, an all the venom' d race. 
For often under ſtalls unmoved they lie, 630 
Obſcure in ſhades and ſhunning heav*ns broad eye. 
And ſnakes, familiar, to the hearth fiecred, 
Diſcloſe their eggs, and near the chimney breed. 
Whether to roofy houſes they repair, 
Or ſun themſclves abroad in open air, 635 
In all abodes of peſtilential kind 
To ſheep and oxen, and the painful hind. 
Take, ſhepherd take, a plant of ſtubborn oak, 
And labour him with many a ſturdy ſtroke 
Or with hard ſtones, demoliſh from a-far 640 
His haughty creſt, the ſcat of all the war, 
Invade his hiſſing throat ard winding ſpires, 
Till ſtretch'd in length th” unfolded foe retires. 
He drags his tail, and for his head provides 
Ant in ſome ſecret cranny ſlowly glides ; 6445 
But leavesexpos'd toblows his back and batter'd ſides. 

In fair Calabria's woods a ſnake is bred, 
With curling creſt, and with advancing head; 
Waving he rolls, and makes a winding track, 
His belly ſpotted, burniſh'd is his back; 6:6 
While ſprings are broken, while the fouthern air 
And dropping heav'ns the moiften'd earth repair, 
He lives on ſtanding lakes, and trembling bogs ; 
He fills his maw with fiſh, or with loquacious frogs. 
But when, in muddy pools, the water finks, 655 
And the chapt carth is furrow'd o'er with chinks ; 

He 
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He leaves the fens, and leaps upon the ground : 
And hifling, rolls his glaring eyes around. | 
With thirſt inflam'd, impatient of the heats, 659 
He rages in the fields, and wide deſtruction threats. 
Oh let not ſleep my clofing eyes invade | 
In open plains, or in the ſecret ſhade ; | 
When he, renew'd in all the ſpeckPd pride | 
And in his ſummer liv'ry rolls along: 4 


Frect, and brandiſhing his forky tongue, 
Leaving his neſt, and his imperfe& young ; 
And thoughtlcſs of his eggs, forgets to rear 
The hopes of poiſon for the following year. 
The cauſes and the figns ſhall next be tuld, 670 
Of ev'ry fickneſs that infects the fold. 
A ſcabby tetter on their pelts will ſtick, 
When the raw rain has pierc'd them to the quick ; 
Or ſearching froſts have eaten thro” the ſkin, 
Or burning icicles are lodg'd within; 675 
Or when the fleece is ſhorn, if ſweat remains 
Unwaſh'd, and foaks into their empty veins : 
When their defencelefs limbs the brambles tear ; 
Short of their wool, and naked from the ſheer. 
Good ſhepherds after ſheering drench their ſheep, 
Andtheir flocks father (forc'd from high to leap) 681 
Swims down the ſtream, and plunges in the deep. 
They oint their naked limbs with mother d oil, 
Or from the founts where living ſulphurs boil, 
They mix a med' cine to foment their limbs, 685 
With ſcum that on the molten filver ſwims. 
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Fat pitch, and blaek bitumen, add to theſe, 5 


Beſides the waxen labour of the bers; 

And hellebore, and fquills deep-rooted in the ſeas. 

Receipts abound, but ſcarching all thy ſtore, 690 

The beſt is ſtill at hand, to lance the fore, 

And cut the head, for till the core be found, 

The ſecret vice is fed, and gathers ground 

While making fruitleſs moan, the ſhepherd ſtands, 

And when the lancing knife requires his hands. 69: 

Vain help, with idle pray'rs, from heav'n demands. 

Deep in their bones when fevers fix their ſeat, 

And rack their limbs, and lick the vital heat ; 

The ready cure to cool the raging pain, 

Is underneath the foot to breathe a vein. co 

This remedy the Scythian ſhepherds found; 

Th” inhabitants of Thracia's hilly ground, 

The Gelons uſe it, when for drink and food 

They mix their cruddFd milk with horſes blood. 
But when thou ſceſt a ſingle ſheep remain 

In ſhades aloof, or couch'd upon the plain; 

Or liſtleſly to crop the tender graſs, 

Or late to lag behind with truant pace, 

Revenge the crime, and take the traitor's head, 

Ere in the faultlcfs flock the dire contagion ſpread. 
On winter ſcas we fewer ſtorms behold, 711 

Than foul d ſcaſes that infe the ſold: 


Nor do thoſe ills on fingle bodies prey, : 


705 


But oft”ner bring the nation to decay, 
And ſweep the preſcut ſtock and future hope away. 
Vor. II. C A dire 
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A dire example of this truth appears ; 716 

When, after ſuch a length of rolling years, 

We fee the naked Alps, and thin remains 

Of fcatter'd cotts, and yet unpeopl'd plains; 

Once fill'd with grazing flocks, the ſhepherd”s hap- 

Py reigns. 720 

Here from the vicious air, and fickly ſkies, 

A plague did on the dumb creation riſe ; 

During th? autumnal heats th” infection grew, 

Tame cattle and the beaſts of nature ſlew. 

Pois'ning the ſtanding lakes, and pools impure; 725 

Nor was the foodful grafs in ficlds fecure. 

Strange death ! For when the thirſty fire had drunk 

Their vital blood, and the dry nerves were ſhrunk ; 

When the contracted limbs were cramp'd, even then 

A wat*riſh humour fwelPd and oo d again; 730 

Converting into bane the kindly juice, 

Ordain'd by nature for a better uſe. 

The viaim ox, that was for altars preſo'd, 

Trim'd with w'iite ribbonds, and with garlands dicfs'd, 

Sunk of himf-If, without the gods command; 735 

Preventing the flow ſacriſicer's hand; 

Or, by the holy butcher, if he fell, 

Th' inſpcded entrails cou'd no fates foretel : 

Nor, laid on altars, did pure flames arife ; 739 

But clouds of ſinould'ring ſmoke forbad the ſacrifice. 

Scarcely the knife was redden'd with his gore, 

Or the black poiſon ain'd the ſandy flour. 

The thriven calves in meads their food forſake, 

And render their ſweet ſouls before the plenteous rack. 

The 
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The ſawning dog runs mad, the weaſing ſwine 745 
With coughs is choak'd, and labours from the ching: 
The victor horfe, forgetful of his food, 
The palm renounces and abhors the flood: 
He paws the ground, and on his hanging cars 
A doubtful ſweat in clammy drops appears; 73 : 
Parch'd is his hide, and rugged are his hairs. 
Such are the ſymptoms of the yourg diſcaſe; 
But in time's proceſs when his pains increaſe, 
He rolls his mournful eyes, he deeply groans 
With patient fobbing and with manly moans. 773 
He keaves for breath, which from his lungs ſupply'd, 
And ſctch'd from far, diſtends his lab'riug fide. 
To his rough palate, his dry tongue ſucceeds, 
And roapy gore he from his noſtrils blecds. 
A drench of wine has with ſucceſs been us'd, 163 
And thro” a horn the gen'rous juice infus'd; 
Wich timel taken op'd kis clofing jaws 
But, if too late, the patient's death did cauſe. 
For the too vig*rous doſe too ficrely wronytkt, 
And added fury to the ſtrength it Lroug!.t, 765 
Recruited into rage, he grinds kis tecth 
In his own flc/h, and feeds approaching death. 
Ye gods, to better fate good men diſpoſe, 
And turn that impious error on our focs ! 

The ſteer, who to the yoke was bred to bow, 70 
(Studious of tillage, and the crooked plow) 
Falls down and dies, and dying ſpews a flood 
Of foamy madncſs, mix'd with clotted blood. 

C3 The 
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The clown, who, curfing providence, repines, 
His mournful fellow from the team disjoins : 774 
With many a groan forſakes his fi uitleſa care, 
And in th” unfiniſh'd furrow leaves the ſhare. 
The pining ſteer no ſhades of lofty woods, 
Nor flow':y meads can eafe ; nor cryſtal floods 
Roll'd from the rock: his flabby flanks decreaſe ; 73s 
His eyes are ſettled in 2 ſtupid peace. 
His bulk too weighty for his thighs is grown, 
And his unwicldly neck hangs drooping down. 
Now what avails his well-deſerving toil 
To turn the glebe or ſmooth the rugged foil? 985 
And yet he never ſupp'd in Hemm ſtate, 
Nor undigeſted feaſts did urge his fate; 
Nor day to night luxurioully did join, 
Nor ſurfeited on rich Campanian wine. 
Simple his bev'rage, homely was his food; 790 
The wholſome herbage and the running flood; 
No dreadful dreams awak'd him with affright, 
His pains by day fecur'd his reſt by night. 

*T was then, that buffaloes, ill pair'd, were ſeen 
To draw the carr of Jove's imperial queen, 795 
Por want of oxen; and the lab' ring ſwain 


Scratch'd with a/rake a furrow for his grain 
And cover'd with his hand the ſhallow feed again. 
He yokes himſelf, and up the hilly height, 759 
With his own ſhoulders draws the waggon's weight. 
The nightly wolf, that round the incloſure prowl'd 
To leap the fence, now plots not on the fold ; 
Tam'd 
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Tam'd with a ſharper pain, the fearful doe 
And flying ſtag, amidſt the greyhounds go; 
And round the dwellings roam, of man, their fer- 
cer foe. 
The ſcaly nations of the ſca profound, $5 
Like ſhipwreck'd carcaſes are driv'a aground : 
And mighty Phocz, never ſeca before 
In ſhallow ſtreams, are ſtranded on the ſhore. 
The viper dead within her hole is ſound; 8to 
Defenceleſs was the ſhelter cf the ground. 
The water-ſaake, whom fili and paddocks fed, 
With ſtaring ſcales lies poiſon'd in his bed. 
To birds their native heav'ns contagious prove, 
From clouds they fall, and leave their fouls above. 
Befides, to change their paſture, tis in vain, 815 
Or truſt to phyſic ; phyſic is their ban2. 
The learned leaches in deſpair depart, 
And ſhake their hcads, deſponding of their art. 
Tiſophone, let looſe from under ground, 820 
Majeſtically pale, now treads the round; 
Before her drives diſcaſes and affright, 
And every moment riſcs to the fight, 
Aſpiring to the ſkics, incroacking on the light. 
The rivers and their bauks, and hills arcund, $25 
With lowings and with dying blcats rcſound. 
At length ſhe ſtrikes an univerſal blow, 
To death at once whole herds of cattle go: 
Sheep, oxen, horſes, fall; and, heap'd on kig", 
The diff” ring ſpecies in confulion lie. 820 
C3; "Til 
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*Till warn'd by frequent ills, the way they found, 
To lodge their loathſome carrion under ground. 
For, uſeleſs to the currier were their hides; 
Nor cou'd their tainted fleſh with ocean tides 


Be freed from filth ; nor cou'd Vulcanian flame 835 
The ſtench aboliſh, or the favour tame. 

Nor fafely cou'd they ſhear their fleecy ſtore ; 

Or touch the web; but if the veſt they wear, 

Red bliſters riſing on their paps appear, 840 
And flaming carbuncles, and noiſome ſweat, 

And clammy dews that loathſome lice beget : 

Till the flow creeping evil cats his way, 
Conſumes the parching limbs, and makes the life his 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

Virgil has taken care to raiſe the ſubject of the Georgie : 
In the firſt he has only dead matter on which to work. 
In the ſecond he jult ſteps on the world of life, and def- 
cribes that degree of it which is to be found in vegetables. 
In the third he advances to animals. And in the laſt fin- 
gles out the bee, which may be reckoned the moſt ſaga» 
cious of them, for his ſubject. 

In this Georgic he ſhews us what ſtation is moſt proper 
for the bees, and when they begin to gather honey ; how 
to call them home when they ſwarm ; and how to part 
them when they are engaged in battle. From hence he 
takes occaſion to diſcover their different kind; and, after 
an excurſion, relates their prudent and politic adminiſtra- 
tion of affairs, and the ſeveral difcaſes that often rage in 
their hives, with the proper ſymptoms and remedies of 
each diſeaſe. In the laſt place, ke lays down a method of 
repairing their kind, ſuppoſing their whole breed loſt, and 
gives at large the hiſtory of its invention. 


"PE gifts of heav's my fol wing fong puriecs, 
Aerial honey, and ambrofial dews. 
Mecznas, read this other part, that fings f 
5 


Embattel'd ſquadrons and advent”'rous kings ; 
A mighty pomp, tho* made of little things. 


Their 
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Their arms, their arts, their manners, I diſcloſe, 
And how they war, and whence the people roſe : 
Slight is the ſubject, but the praiſe not ſmall, 
If heav'n aſſiſt, and Phœbus hear my call. 

Firſt, for thy bees a quiet ſtation find, m0 
And lodge them under covert of the wind: 
For winds, when homeward they return, will drive 
The loaded carriers from their cv'ning hive. 
Far from the cows and goats inſulting crew, 
That trample down the flow*'rs and bruſh the dew; x5 
The painted lizard and the birds of prey, 
Foes of the frugal kind, be far away. 
The titmouſe and pecker's hungry brood, 
And Progne, with her boſom ſtain'd in blood: 
Theſe rob the trading citizens, and bear ac 
The trembling captives thro? the liquid air, 
And for their callow young a crucl feaſt prepare. 
But near a living ſtream their manſion place, 
Edg'd round with mois and tufts of matted graſs ; 
And plant (the winds impetuous rage to ſtop) 2; 
Wild olive-trees, or palms, before the buſy ſhop. 
That when the youthful prince, with proud alarm, 
Calls out the ventꝰrous colony to ſwarm, 
When firit their way thro? yiclding air they wing, 
New to the pleaſures of their native ſpring ; 30 
The banks of brooks may make a cool retreat 
For the raw fuldiers from the ſcalding heat; 
And neighb'ring trecs, with friendly ſhade invite 
The troops, un us'd to long laborious flight, 

Then 
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Then o'er the running ſtream, or ſtanding lake, 
A paſſage for thy weary people make. 
Vith ofier floats the ſtanding water ſtrow: 
Of maſſy ſtones make bridges, if it flow: 
That baſking in the ſun thy bees may lie, 
And reſting there, their faggy pinions dry: 40 
When late returning home, the laden hoſt, 
By raging winds is wreck'd upon the coaſt. 
Wild thyme and fav'ry fet around their cell; 
Sweet to the taſte, and fragrant to the ſincll; 
Set rows of roſemary with flow'ring ſte m, AS 
An let thy purple vi lets drink the ſtream. 
Whether thou build the palace of thy bees 
With twiſted ofiers, or with barks of trees; 
Make but a narrow mouth: for as the cold 
Congeals into a Jump the liquid gold; 30 
80 tis again diſſolv'd by ſummer's heat, 
And the ſweet labours both extremes defeat. 
And therefore, not in vain, th” induſtrious kind 
With dawby wax and flow'rs the chinks have lin'd, 
And with their ſtores of gather'd glue contrive, 33 
To ſtop the vents and crannies of their hive. 
Not birdlime, or Idean pitch, produce 
A more tenacious maſs of clammy juice. 
Nor bees are lodg'd in hives alone, but found 
In chambers of their own, beneath the ground; 60 
Their vaulted roofs are hung in pumices, 
And in the rotten trunks of hollow trees. 
But plaiſter thou the chink y hives with clay, 
And leafy branches o'er their lodging lay; 
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Nor place them where too deep a water lows, 6; 

Or where the yew their pois'nousneig} bour, none 

Nor roaſt red crabs t' offend the niceneſ3 of their noſc. 

Nor near the ſteaming ſtench of muddy ground: 

Nor hollow rocks that render back the found, [ 

And doubled images of voice rebound. gc 
For wha! remains, when golden fins appear, 

And under earth have driv's the winter vear : 

The winged nation wanders thro” the ſkies, 

And ver the piains and ſhady forci flies: 

Then ſtooping on the meads and leafy bow'rs, 73 

They {kim tke floods, and fip the purple flow'rs. 

Exalted hence, ard drunk with ſcret joy, 

Their young ſucceſſion all their cares employ 

They breed, they brood, inſtruct, and <ducate, 

And make proviſion for the future ſtate : 80 

They work their waxen lodgings in their hives, 

And labour honey to ſuſtain their lives. 

But when thou ſecſt a ſwarming cloud ariſe, 

That ſweeps aloft, and darkens all the fKies; 


The motions of their haſty fight attend, 85 
And know to floods, or woods, their airy march they 
bend. 


Then melſoil beat, and honey- ſuckles pound 
With theſe alluring ſavours ſtrew the ground, 
And mixt with tiakling braſs the cymbals droning 


ſound. 
Straight to their ancient cells, recall'd from air, 90 
The reconciFd deferters will repair. 


But 
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But if inteſtine broils alarm the hive, 

("or two pretenders oft for empire ſtrive) 

The vulgar in divided factions jar, 

And murm'ring ſounds proclaim the civil war. 93 
Inflam'd with ire, and trembling with difdain, 

Scarce can their limbs their mighty fouls contain, 
With ſhouts, the coward's courage they excite, 

And martial clangors call em out to fight : 

With hoarſe alarms the hollow camp rebounds, 1co 
That imitates the trumpet*s angry founds : 

Then to their common ſtandard they repair 

The nimble horſeman ſcour the fields of air. 

In form of battle drawn, they iſſue forth, 

And ev'ry knight is proud to prove his worth. rcg 
Preſo'd for their country's honour, and their kings, 
On their ſharp beaks they whet their pointed wn 
And cxerciſctheirarms, and tremble with their wings. 
Full in the miſt the haughty monarchs ride 109 
The truſty guards come up, and cloſe the file; | 
With ſhouts the daring foe to battle is defy'd. 

Thus in the ſeaſon of unclouted ſpring, 

To war they follow their undaunted king; 

Crowd thro? their gates, and in the fields of light, 
The ſhocking ſquadrons mect in mortal fight; 115 
Headlong they fall from high, and wounded wound, 
And heaps of fl:ughter'd foldicrs hite the ground. 
Hard hailitones lie nor thicker on the plain 

Nor ſhaken oaks ſuch ſhow'rs of acorns rain. 

With gorgeous wings, the marks of ſov'rei:n ſway. 
The two contending princes make their way; 121 


Intrepid 
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Intrepid thro? the midſt of danger go; 

Their friends encourage, and amaze the foe. 

With mighty fouls in narrow bodies preſt, 

They challenge, and encounter breaſt to breaſt ; 125 
So fix'd on fame, unknowing how tu fly, 

And obſtinatcly bent to win or dic 3 

Till one prevails, (for one can only reign.) 

Yet all thoſe dreadful deeds. this deadly fray, 130 
A caſt of ſcatter'd duſt will ſoon allay, 

And undecidc leave the fortune of the day. 
Then to the lawful king reftore his right. 
And let the waſteful pro igal be ſlain, 1356 
That he who beſt deferves, alone may reign. 

With eaſe diſtinguith'd is the regal race; 

One monarch wears an honeſt open face: 

Shap'd to his ſize, and godlike to behuld, 

His royal body ſhines with ſpecks of gold, 140 
And ruddy ſcales, for empire he defign'd, 

Is better born, and of a nobler kind. 

That other looks like nature in diſgrace, 

Gaunt are his ſides, and fullen is his face; 144 
And like their griſſy prince appears his gloomy race: 
Grim ghaſtly, rugged, like a thirſty train 

That long have travelPd thro” a defert plain, | 
And ſpit from their dry chaps thegather'd duſt again. 
The better brood, unlike the baſtard crew, 

Are mark d with royal freaks of ſhining hue; 130 
Gltt'ring 
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Glitt'ring and ardent, tho” in body ks; 

From theſe at pointed ſeaſons hope to preſs 

Huge heavy honeycombs, of golden juice, 

Not only fweet, but pure, and fit for uſe: 

T' allay the ſtrength and hardneſs of the wine, 255 
But when the ſwarms are eager of their play, 
And lothe their empty hives, and idly ſtray, 

A timely care to bring the truants back. 16s 
The taſk is eaſy, but to clip the wings 

Of their high-flying arbitrary kings: 

At their command the people fwarm away; 

Confine the tyrant, and the flaves will ſtay. 

Sweet gardens, full of ſaffron flow'rs, invite 163 
The wand' ring gluttons, and retard their flight. 
Beſides the god obſcene, who frights away, 

With his lath ſword, the thieves and birds of prey. 
With his own hand, the guardian of the becs, 169 
For ſlips of pines, may ſearch the mountain trees; 
And with wild thyme and ſav'ry, plant the plain, 
*Till his hard horny fingers ake with pain ; 

And deck with fruitful trees the fick!s around, 

And with refreſhing waters drench the ground. 
Now, did I not fo near my labours end, 127 
Strike fail, and haſt*ning to the harbour tend, 

My ſong to flow'ry gardens might extend. 

To teach the vegetable arts, to fing 
The Præſtan roſes, and their double ſpring. 
Vor. IH. D 


How 
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How ſucc'ry drinks the running ſtreams, and how 139 

Creen beds of parſley near the river grow; 

How cucumbers along the furface creep, 

With crooked bodies, and with bellies deep. 

The late Narciſſus, and the winding trail 

Of bears-foot, myrtles green, and ivy pale. 185 

For where with ſtately tow'rs Tarentum ſtands, 

And deep Galeſus ſokes the yellow ſands, 

I chanc'd an old Corycian ſwain to know, 

Lore of few acres, and thoſe barren too; 

Unfit for ſheep or vines, and more unfit to ſow : 

Yet laÞ'ring well his little ſpot of ground, 91 

Sorac ſcattering pot-herbs here and there he found : 

Which cultivated with his daily care, 

And bruis'd with vervain, were his frugal fare. 

Sometimes white lilies did their leaves afford, 195 

With wholſome poppy-flow'rs to mend his komely 

board : 

For late returning home he ſupp'd at eaſe, 

And wiſely deem'd the wealth of monarchs Iefs ; 

The little of his own, becauſe his own did pleaſe. £ 

To quit his care, he gather'd firſt of all 2<0 

In foring the roſcs, apples in the fall : 

And when cold winter ſplit the rocks in twain, 

And ice the running rivers did reſtrain. 

He ftrip'd the bear's foot of its leafy growth, 

And, calling Weſtern winds, accus'd the ſpring of ſloth; 

He therefore firſt among the ſwains was found, 2c 6 

To reap the pruduct of his labour'd ground, 

And ſquceze the combs with golden liquor crown'd. 
His 
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His limes were ſirſt in flow rs; his loſty pines 

Wit! friendly ſhade, ſecured his tender vines. 210 
For ev'ry bloom his trees in ſpring aſford, 

An autumn apple was by tale reſtor d. 

He knew to rank his elms in even rows, 

For fruit the graftcd pear-tree to diſpoſe ; 214 
And tame to plumbs, the fourneſs of the los. 
With ſpreading plancs he made a cool retreat, 

To ſhade good fellows from the ſummer's heat. 

But ftraiten'd in my ſpace, I muſt forſike 

This taſk ; for others afterwards to take. 

Deſcribe we next the nature of the becs, 220 
Beſtow'd by Jove for ſecret ſervices: 

When by the tinkling ſound of timbrels led, 
The King of heav'n in Cretan caves they fed. 

Of all the race of animals, alone 

The bees have common cities of their own, 225 
And common fons, beneath one law they live, 

And with one common ſtock their traffic drive. 
Each has a certain home, a fev*ral ſtall, 

All is the ſtate's, the ſtate provides for all. 

Mindful of common cold, they thare the pain: 230 
And hoard, for winter's uſe, the ſummer's gain. 
Some o'er the public magazines prefide, 

And ſome are ſent new forage to provide: 

Theſe drudge in fields abroad, and thoſe at home 
Lay deep foundations for the labour'd comb, 235 
With dew, Narciſſus !eaves, and clammy gum. 
To pitch the waxen flooring ſome contrive, 

Some nurſe the future nation of the hive ; 

D3 Sweet 
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Sweet honey ſome condenſe, ſome purge the grout, 
The ref, in cells apart, the I quid near ſhut. 240 
Ai, with united force, combine to drive 

The lazy drones from the laborious hive. 

With envy ſturg, they view each other's deeds, 
With diligence the fragrant work proceeds. 

As when the Cyclops, at th” Almighty nod, 245 
New thunder haſten for their angry god: 

Subdu'd in fire the ſtubborn metal hes, 

One brawny ſmith the puffing bellows plies ; 

And draws, and blows reciprocating air, 

Others to quench the hiſſing maſs prepare: 250 
With lifted arms they order ev'ry blow, 

And chime their foundivg hammers in a row: 

With labour'd anvils Etna groans below. 

Strongly they ftrike, huge flakes of flames expire, 
With tongs they turn the ſteel, and vex it in the fire. 
If little things with great we may compare, 236 
Such are the bees, and fuck their buſy care: 
Studious of honey, each in his degree, 

The youthful ſwain, the grave experienc'd bee: 
That in the field ; this in affairs of tate, 260 
Employ'd at home, abides within the gate: 

To fortify the combs, to build the wall, 

To prop the ruins, left the fabric fall: 

But late at night, with weary pinions come 

The lab'ring youth, and heavy laden home. 265 
Plains, meads, and orchards all the day he plies, 
The glcans of yellow thyme diſtend his thighs : 
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He ſpoils the ſaffron flowers, he fips the blues 
Of vi'lets, wilding blooms, and willow dews. 
Their toil is common, common is their ſleep, 270 
They ſhake their wings when morn begins to peep ; 
Ruſh thro” the city gates without delay, 
Nor ends their work but with declining day: 
Then having ſpent the laſt remains of light, 
They give their bodies due repoſe at night: 275 
When hollow murmurs of their ev'ning bells, 
Diſmiſs the ſleepy ſwains, and toll em to their cells. 
When once in beds their weary limbs they ſteep, 
"Tis facred filence all. Nor dare they ftray, 280 
When rain is promis d, or a ſtormy day: 
Nor forage far, but ſhort excurſions make. 
And as when empty barks on billows float, 
With ſandy ballaſt failors trim the boat ; 285 
So bees bear gravel ſtones, whoſe poifing weight 
But what's more ſtrange, their modeſt appetites, 

Averſe from Venus fly the nuptial rites. 
No luft enervates their heroic mind, 290 
Nor waſte their ſtrength on wanton womankind, 
But in their mouths reſide their genial pow'rs, 
They gather children from the leaves and flow'rs. 
Thus make they kings to fill the regal ſeat, 
And thus their little citizens create, 5 
And waxen cities build, the palaces of ſtate. 

D 3 And 
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And oft on rocks their tender wings they tear, 

And ſink beneath the burdens which they bear. 

Such rage of honey in their boſom beats, 

And ſuch a zea! they have for flow'ry ſweets. geo 
Thus thro” the race of life they quickly run, | 

Which in the ſpace of ſeven ſhort years is done; | 

Th” immortal line in ſure ſucceflion reigns, 


The fortune of the family remains : 

And grandſires grandſons the long liſt contains. 303 
Befides, not Egypt, India, Media more 

With ſervile awe their idol king adore : 

While he ſurvives, in concord and content 

The commons live, by no diviſions rent, | 

But the great monarch's death diffolves the govern- | 

ment. 3 

All goes to ruin, they themſelves contrive 

To rob the honey, and ſubvert the hive. | 

The king preſides, his ſubjects toil ſurveys, | 

The ſervile rout their careful Czfar praiſe : 

Him they extol, they worſhip him alone. 373 

They crowd his levecs, and ſupport his throne : 

They raiſe him on their ſhoulders with a ſhout, 

And when their ſov'reign's quarrel calls em out, 

His foes to mortal combat they defy, 

And think it honour at his feet to die. 328 | 
Induc'd by ſuch examples, ſome have taught | 

That bees have portions of ethereal thought : 

Endu'd with particles of heav'nly fires, | 

For God the whole created maſs inſpires : 
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Throꝰ heav'n, and earth, and ocean's depth he throws 
His influence round, and kindles as he goes. 
Hence flocks, and herds, and men, and beaſts. and fowls 
With breath are quicken'd, and attract their fouls. 
Hence take the forms his preſci ace did ordain, 
And into him at length reſolve again. 330 
No room is left for death, they mount the ſky, 
And to their own congenial planets fly. 

Now when thou haſt decreed to ſeize their ſtores, 
And by prerogative to break their doors 5 
With ſprinkled water firſt the city choke, 333 
Two honey harveſts fall in ev'ry year, 
Firſt, when the pleaſing Pleiads appear, 
And ſpringing upward ſpurn the briny ſeas, 
Again, when their affrighted quire ſurveys 
The wat'ry Scorpion mend his pace behind, 
With a black train of ſtorms, and winter wind, 
They plunge into the deep, and fate prote ction find. 
Prone to revenge, the bees, a wrathful race, 
When once provok'd, aſſault th* aggreſſor's face: 
And thro? the purple veins a paſſage find, 346 
There fix their ſtings, and leave their ſouls behind. 

But if a pinching winter thou foreſee, 
And wou'd'ſt preſerve thy famiſh'd family; 
With fragrant thyme the city fumigate, 359 
And break the waxen walls to ſave the ſtate. 
For lurking lizards often lodge, by ſtealth, 

And 


343 
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And lizards ſhunning light, a dark retreat 

Have found in combs, and undermin'd the feat. 355 
Or lazy drones, without their ſhare of pain, | 
In winter-quarters free, devour the gain : 

Or waſps infeſt the camp with loud alarms, 

And mix in battle with uncqual arms : 

Or ſecret moths are there in filence fed, 

Or ſpiders in the vault their ſnary webs have ſpread. 
The more oppreſs d by foes, or famine pin'd, 

The more incrcaſe thy care to ſave the finking kind, 

With greens and flow'rs recruit their empty hives, | 

And feck freſh forage to ſuſtain their lives. | 
But fince they ſhare with man one common fate, 

In health and fickneſs, and in turns of ſtate; 

Obſerve the ſymptoms when they fall away, 

And languiſh with inſenſible decay. 

They change their hue, with haggard eyes they ſtare, 

Lean are their looks, and ſhagged is their hair: 37x . 

And crowds of dead, that never muſt return 

To their lov'd hives, in decent pomp are born, 1 

Their friends attend the hearſe, the next relations 

mourn. =—+ 4 

The fick, for air before the portal gaſp, 373 

Their feeble legs within each other claſp, 

Or idle in their empty hives remain, 

Benumb'd with cold, and liſtleſs of their gain. 
Soft whiſpers then, and broken ſounds are heard, 

As when the woods by gentle winds are ſtirr d. 380 

Such ſtifled noiſe as the cloſe furnace hides, 

Or dying murmurs of departing tides. 
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This when thou ſerſt, Galbanean odours uſe, 

And honey in the fickly hive infuſe. 

Thro'” reeden pipes convey the golden flood, 385 

T” invite the people to their wonted food, 

Mix it with thicken'd juice of ſodden'd wines, 

And raifins from the grapes of Pſythian vines: 

To theſe add pounded gails, and roſes dry, 

And with Cecropian thyme, ſtrong- ſcented centaury. 
A flow'r there is that grows in meadow ground, 

Amellus cali'd, and eaſy to be found: 

For from one root the rifing ſtem beſtows 

A wood of leaves, and vi'let-purple bougl:s. 

The flow'r ittelf is glorious to behold, 395 

And ſhines on altar> like refulgent gold: 


Sharp to the taſte, by ſhepherds near the ſtream 


Of Mena found, and thence they gave the name. 
Boil this reit ing root in gen'rous wine, 

Ard tet bf © the door the fickly ſtock to dine. 400 
But if the lab'ring kind be wholly lof, 

And not to be retriev* 1 with care or cot; 

* Tis time to touch the precepts of an art, 

Th” Arcadian maſter did of old impart : 

And how he ſtock'd his empty hives again, 404 
Renew'd with putrid gore of oxen lain. 

An ancient legend I prepare to fing, 

And upward fullow fame's immortal ſpring. 

For where with ſev'n- fold horns myſterious Nile, 
Surrounds the ſkirts of Zpgypt's fruitful ille, 410 
And where in pomp the ſun-burnt people ride, 

On painted barges, o'er the teeming tide, 
Which 
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Which pouring down from Ethiopian lands, 

Makes green the ſoil with flime, andblack prolific ſands; 
That length of region, and large tract of ground, au 
In this one art a ſure relicf have found. | 
Firſt, in a place, by nature cloſe, they build 

A narrow flooring, gutter'd, walPd, and tid. 

In this, four windows are contriv'd, that ftrike | 
To the four winds oppos'd, their beams oblique. 420 
A ſteer of two years old they take, whoſe head 
Now firft with burniſh'd horns begins to ſpread : 
They ſtop his noſtrils, while ke ſtrives in vain | 
To breath free air, and ſtruggles with his pain. | 
Knock'd down, he dies: his bowels bruis'd within, 
Betray no wound on his unbroken ſkin. 46 
Extended thus, in his obſcere abode | 
They leave the beaſt, but firſt ſweet flow rs are ſtrow d 
Beneath his body, broken boughs and thyme, 

And pleafing caſſia juſt renew'd in prime. 450 
This muſt be Cone, ere ſpring makes equal day, 
When Weſtern winds on curling waters play : 

Ere painted meads produce their flow'ry crops, 

Or ſwallows twitter on the chimney tops. 

The tainted blood in this cloſe priſon pent, 
Begins to boil, and thro? the bones ferment. 

Then, wond'rous to behold, new creatures riſe, 

A moving maſs at firſt, and ſhort of thighs ; 

Till ſhooting out with legs, and imp'd with wings, 
The grubs proceed to bees with pointed ſtings: 440 
And more and more affecting air, they try | 
Their tender pinions, and begin to fly. 
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At length, like ſummer ſtorms from ſpreading clouds, 
That burſt at once, and pour impetuous floods; 

Or flights of arrows from the Parthian bows, 445 
When from afar they gaul embattePd foes ; 

With ſuch a tempeſt thro” the ſkies they ſteer, 

And ſuch a form the winged ſquadrons bear. 

What God, O muſe! this uſeful ſcience taught? 
Or by what man's experience was it brought? 450 
Sad Ariſtzus from fair Tempe fled, 

His bees with famine, or diſcaſes dead; 

On Peneus' banks he ſtood, and near his holy head. 
And while his falling tears the ſtreams ſupply'd, 
Thus mourning, to his mother goddeſs cry'd. 455 
Mother Cyrene, mother, whoſe abode 

1; in the depth of this immortal flood: 

What boots it, that from Phœbus loins I fpring, 
The third by him and thee, from heav'n's high King? 
O! where is all thy boaſted pity gone, 450 
And promiſe of the ſkies to thy deluded fon ? 

Why didſt thou me, unhappy me, create ? 
Odious to gods, and born to bitter fate. 

Whom, ſcarce my ſteep, and ſcarce my painful plow, 
The necdſul aids of human life allow: 465 
So wretched is thy ſon, fo hard a mother thou. 
Proceed, inhuman parent, in thy ſcorn, ! 


Root up my trees, with blites deſtroy my corn ; 

My vineyards ruin, and my ſheepfolds burn. 

Let looſe thy rage, let all thy ſpite be ſhewn, 470 

Since thus thy hate purſues the praiſes of thy ſon. 
But 
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But from her moſſy bow'r below the ground, 

His careful mother heard the plaintive found, 
Encompaſs'd with her ſca- green fiſters round. 

One common work they ply'd ; their diſtaffs full 475 
With carded locks of blue Milefian wool. 

Spio with Drymo brown, and Xanthe fair, 

And ſweet Phyllodoce with long diſhevel'd hair: 
Cydippe with Licorias. one a maid, | 
And one that once had call'd Lucina's aid. 480 
Clio and Brroe, from one father both, | 
Both girt with gold, and clad in party-coloured cloth. 
Opis the meck, and Deiopeia proud, 
Nifza lofty with Ligza loud ; | 
T halia joyous, Ephyre the fad, "] | 


And Arethuſa once Diana's maid, 
But now, her quiver left, to love betray'd. 
To theſe, Clywene the ſweet theft declares 
Of Mars, and Vulcan's unavailing cares: | 
And all the rapes of gods, and ev'ry love, 490 
From ancient Chaos down to youthful Jove. 
Thus while ſhe fings, the ſiſters turn the wheel, 

Empty the woolly rack, and fill the reel. 
A mournful foun«! agen the mother hears, 494 
Agen the mournful found invades the ſiſters ears: 
Starting at once from their green ſeats, they rife, F 
Fear in their heart, amazement in their eyes, 
But Arethuſa leaping from her bed, | 
Firſt lifts above the waves her beauteous head, 
And, crying from afar, thus to Cyrene faid. zec 

O ſiſter! 
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O ſiſter! not with cauſeleſs fear poſſeſt, 

No ftranger voice diſturbs thy tender breaſt. 

Tis Ariſtzus, tis thy darling ſon, 

Who to his careleſs mother makes his moan. 

Near his paternal ftream he fadly ſtands, 305 

With downcaſt eyes, wet cheeks, and folded hands: 

Upbraiding heav'n from whence his lineage came, 

And cruel calls the gods, and cruel thee, by name. 
Cyrene, mov'd with love, and feiz'd with fear, 

Cries out, conduct my fon, conduct him here: $520 

"Tis lawful for the youth, deriv'd from gods, 

To view the ſecrets of our deep abodes. 

At once ſhe wav'd her hand on either fide, 

At once the ranks of ſwelling ftreams divide. 

Two riſing heaps of liquid cryſtal ſtand, 

And leave a ſpace betwixt, of empty ſand. 

Thus ſafe receiv'd, the downward track he treads, 

Which to his mother's wat' ry palace leads. 

With wond”ring eyes he views the ſecret ſtore 

Of lakes, that pent in hollow caveras roar. 520 

He hears the crackling ſound of coral woods, 

And ſees the ſecret ſource of ſubterrancan floods. 

And where, diſtinguiſh'd in their ſev'ral cells, 

The fount of Phaſus, and of Lycus dwells ; 

Where ſwift Enipeus in his bed appears, $25 

When Anio flows, and Hypanis, profound, 

Breaks thro” th” oppoſing rocks with raging ſound. 

Where Po firſt iſſues from his dark abodes, 

And, awful in his cradle, rules the floods. 530 
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Two golden horns on his large front he wears, 

And his grim face a bulls reſemblance bears. 

With rapid courſe he ſeeks the ſacreu main, 

And fattens, as he runs, the fruitful plain. 

Now to the court arriv'd, th” admiring fon 233 

Beholds the vaulted roofs of Pory ftone, 

Now to his mother goddeſs tells his grief, | 

Which the with pity hears, and promiſes relief. 

Th” officious nymphs, attending in a ring, 

With water drawn from their perpetual fpring, $49 

From earthly dregs his body purify, 

And rub his temples, with fine towels, dry: 

Then load the tables with a lib'ral feaſt, 

And honour with full bowls their friendly gueſt. | 

The facred altars are involv'd in ſmoke, 545 

Two bowls the mother fills with Lydian wine, 

Then thus, let theſe be pour d, with rites divine, 

To the great author of our wat'ry line. 

To father Ocean, this; and this, ſhe faid, $5c 

Be to the nymphs his facred liſters paid, 

Who rule the wat'ry plains, and hold the wood- 

land ſhade. 

She ſprinkl'd thrice with wine the veſtal fire, 

Thrice to the vaulted roof the flames aſpire. 

Rais'd with ſo bleſt an omen, fie begun, 354 

With words like theſe to cheer her drooping ſon. 

In the Carpahtian bottom makes abode | 

The ſhepherd of the ſeas, a prophet and a god; 
High 
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High o'er the main in wat'ry pomp he rides, 
His azure carr and finny courſers guides: 360 
Proteus his name; to his Pallenian port, 
I ſee from far the weary god reſort. 
Him, not alone, we river gods adore, 
But aged Nercus harkens to his lore. 
With ſure forefight, and with unnerring doom, 363 
He ſees what is, and was, and is to come. 
This Neptune gave him, when he gave to keep 
His ſcaly flocks, that graze the wat'ry deep. 
Implore his aid, for Proteus only knows 
The fecret cauſe, and cure of all their woes. 570 
But firſt the wily wizard muſt be caught, 
For uncouſtrain'd he nothing tells for naught ; 
Nor is with pray'rs, or bribes, or ſla t'ry bought. 
Surpriſe him firſt, and with hard fetters bind, 
Then all his frau:ts will vaniſh into wind. 51s 
I will myſelf conduct thee on thy way, 
When next the ſou hing ſun ivflimes the day: 
When the dry kherbage thirſts for dews in vain, 
And thcep in ſhades avoid the parch'og plain. 
Then will! lead thee to his ſecret feat, 185 
When weary with bis teil, and .orch'd with oy 
The way wars fire frequents his cul retreat. 
His eyes Mita acavy flumber overcait, 
With force invadde his limbs, and bind him faſt : 
Thus ſurciy bound, yet be not over bold, 585 
The flipp'ry god will try to looſe his hold: 
And various forms aſſume, to cheat thy fight ; 
And with vain images of beaſts aflright. 
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Or imitate the lion's angry roar ; 390 
Br<ak out in crackling flames to ſhun thy ſnares, 
Or hiſs a dragon, or a tiger ſtares : 
Or with a wile, thy caution to betray, 
In flecting ſtreains attempt to flide away. 
But thou, the more ke varies forms, beware 59s 
To ſtrain his fetters with a ſtricter care: 
Till tiring all his arts, he turns agen 
To his true ſhape, in which he firſt was ſeen. 
Infufing vigour thro” his mortal joints: (c 
Down from his head the liquid odours ran, 
He breath'd of heav'n, and look'd above a man. 
Within a mountain's hollow womb, there lies 
A large receſs, conceal'd from human eyes; 604 
Where heaps of billows, driv'n by wind and tide, 
In form of war, their wat*ry ranks divide, 
And there, like centries ſet, without the mouth abide 
A ſtation ſafe for ſhips, when tempeſts roar, 
A ſilent harbour, and a cover'd ſhore. 
And draws a rock upon his dark abode. 
Hither with filent ſteps, ſecure from fight, 
The goddeſs guides her fon, and turns him from the 
light : 
Herſelf, involv'd in clouds, precipitates her flight 
*F was noon; the fultry dog- ſtar from the fky : 615 
Scorch'd Indian ſwains, the rivelV'd graſs was dry; 
Thos 
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The ſun with flaming arrows pierc'd the flood, 

And, darting to the bottom, bak'd the mud : 

When weary Proteus, from the briny waves, 

Retir'd for ſhelter to his wonted caves : 626 

His finny flocks about their ſhepherd play, 

Unwieldily they wallow firſt in ooze, 

Then in the ſhady covert ſeek repoſe. 

Himſelf their herdſman, on the middle mount, 624 

Takes of his muſter d flocks a juſt account. 

$o, ſeated on a rock, a ſhepherd's groom 

Surveys his ev'ning flocks returning home: 

Wnen lowing calves, and bleating lambs, from far, 

Provoke the prowling wolf to nightly war. 630 

Th” occaſion offers, and the youth complies, 

For ſcarce the weary god had clos'd his eyes; 

When ruſhing on, with ſhouts, he binds in chains 

The drowſy prophet, and his limbs conſtrains. 

He, not unmindful of his uſual art, 633 

Firſt in difembled fire attempts to part: 

Then roaring beaſts and running ſtreams he tries, 

And wearies all his miracles of lies: 

But having ſhifted ev'ry form to *ſcape, 

Convinc'd of conqueſt, he refum'd his ſhape; 646 

And thus. at length, in human accent ſpoke, 

Audacious youth, what madneſs cou'd provoke 

A mortal man t' invade a ſleeping god? 

What bus'ncſs brought thee to my dark abode ? 

To this, th” audacious youth, thou know'ſt full well 

My name and buz'nefs, god, nor need I tell: 646 
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No man can Proteus cheat, but, Proteus, leave 

Thy fraudful arts, and do not thou deceive. 
Following the gods command, I come t” implore 
Thy help, my periſh'd people to reſtore. 650 
The ſcer, who could not yet hi- wrath aſſuage, 
RiIFd his green eyes, that ſparkled with his rage; 
And gnaſh'd his teeth and cry'd, no vulgar god 
Purſucs thy crimes, nor with a common rod. 
Thy great miffleeds have met a due reward, 653 
And Orpheus“ dying pray'rs at length are heard. 

For crimes, not his, the lover loſt his life, 

And at thy hands requires his murder'd wife ; 

Nor (if the fates aſſiſt not) canſt thou ſcape 

The juſt revenge of that intended rape. 66 
To ſhun thy lawleſs luſt, the dying bride, 

Unwary, took along the rver's ſide; 

Nor at her heels perceiv'd the deadly ſnake, 

That keeps the bank, in covert of the brake. 

But all her fellow nymphs the mountains tear 66g 
With loud laments, and break the yielding air: 
The realms of Mars remurmur'd all around, 

And echoes to th“ Athenian ſhores rebound. 

Th” unhappy huſband huſband now no more, 
Did on his tunefui harp his loſs deplore, 67 
And ſought, his mournful mind with muſic to reſtore. 
On thee, dear wife, in deferts all alone, 


He call'd, figh'd. ſupg his griefs with day begun, 
Nor were they finiſh'd with the ſetting ſun. 
Ev'n to the dark domirions of the night 

He took his way thro” fureſts void of light: 
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And dard amidſt the trembling ghoſts to fing, 

And ſtood before th” inexorahle king. 

Th' infernal troops like paſſing ſhadows glide, 

And, lining, crowd the ſweet muſician”s fide. 680 
Nor flocks of birds, when driven by ſtorms or night, 
Stretch to the foreſt with ſo thick a flight : 
1 


® The mighty heroes more majeſtic ſhade, 
And youths on fun'ral piles before their parents laid 
All thefe Cocytus bounds with fqual'd ree''s, 636 
With muddy ditches, and with deadly weeds ; 
And baleful Styx encompaſſes around, 
With nine flow circling ſtreams th” unhappy ground. 
Ev'n from the depths of hell the damn'd advance, 690 
Tir” infernal manſions nodding ſrem to dance: 
The gaping three-mouth'd dog forgets to ſnarl, 
The furies hearken, and their ſakes uncurl : 
Ixion ſeems no more his pain to feel, 
But leans attentive on his ſtanding wheel. 695 
All dangers paſt, at length the lovely bride 
In ſafety goes, with her melodious guide; 
Longing the common light again to ſhare, 
And draw the vital breath of upper air: 
He firſt, and cloſe behind him follow'd ſhe, 700 
For ſuch was Proſerpine's ſevere decree. 
When ſtrong defires th” impatient youth invade, 
By little caution and much love betray'd : 
A fault 
This whole line is taken from the marquis of Norman« 
by's Tranſlation. 
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A fault which eafy pardon might receive, 
Were lovers judges, or cou'd hell forgive. 
For near the confines of cthereal light, 
And longing for the glimm'ring of a fight, 

Th unwary lover caſt his eyes behind, 
Forgetful of the law, no maſter of his mind. 
Straight all his hopes exhaP'd in empty ſmoke, 710 
And his long toils were forfeit for a look. 

Three flaſhes of blue lightning gave the fign 

Of cov*nants broke, three peals of thunder join. 
Then thus the bride, what fury ſcia d on thee, 
Unhappy man ! to lofe thyſelf and me ? 215 
Dragg d back again by cruel deſtinies, 

And now farewel, invol'd in ſhades of night, 

For ever I am raviſh'd from thy fight. 
In vain I reach my feeble hands, to join 720 
In ſweet embraces; ah! no longer thine ! 

She faid, and from his eyes the fleeting fair 
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Retir'd like ſubtle ſmoke diffolv'd in air; 

And left her hopeleſs lover in deſpair. 

In vain, with folding arms, the youth aſſay d 725 
To ſtop her flight, and ſtrain the flying ſhade : 

He prays, he raves, all means in vain he tries, } 


With rage inflam'd, aſtoniſh'd with ſurpriſe ; 
But ſhe return'd no more to bleſs his longing eyes. 
Nor wou'd th” infernal Ferry-man once more 1730 
Be brib'd, to waft him to the fartheſt ſhore. 
What ſhou'd he do, who twice had loſt his love ? 
What notes invent, what new petitions move ? 

Her 
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Her ſoul already was conſignꝰd to fate, 
And fhiv'ring in the leaky ſculler fat. 738 
For ſev'n continu'd months, if fame ſay true, 
The wretched ſwain his ſorrows did renew; 
By Strymon's freezing ſtreams he fat alone, 
The rocks were mov'd to pity with his moan : 
Trees bent their heals to hear him fing his wrongs, 
Fierce tigers couch'd around, and lulPd their fawning 
tongues. 741 

$0, cloſe in poplar ſhades, her children gone, 

The mother nightingale laments alone; 
Whoſe neſt ſome prying churl had found, and thence, 
By ſtealth, convey'sd th” unfeather'd inn cence. 748 
But ſhe ſupplics the night with mournful ſtrains, 
And mclancholy muſic fill the plains. 

Sad Orpheus thus his tedious hours e:nploys, 
Averſe from V. nus and from nupti I joys. 
Alone he tempts the frozen lands, al me 759 
Th” unhappy climacs, where fpring was never known 
He mourn'd his wretched wife, in vain reſtor'd, 

And Plutv's unavailing boon deply'd. 

The Thracian matrons, who the youth accus'd 
Of love difdain'd, and marriages rites refus'd, 1733 
With furies, and no@-iroal orgies fir'd, 

At length, againſt his ficred lite confyir'd. 

Whon ev'n the favage beaſts had ſpar d, they kill'd, 

And ftrew*d his mangled limbs about the ficld 

Then, when his head, from his fair thoulders torn, 

Wand by the waters, was on Hebrus born; 162 
KEv'a 
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Ev'n then his trembling tongue invok'd his bride ; 
With his laſt voice, Eurydice, he cry'd, | 
Eurydice, the rocks and river-banks reply'd. 

This anſwer Proteus gave, nor more he faid, 965 
But in the billows plung'd his hoary head ; 

And where he leap'd, the waves in circles wide!y 


ſpread. 
The nymph return'd, her drooping fon to chear, 
And bade him baniſh his ſuperfluous fear ; 769 


For now, faid ſhe, the cauſe is known from whence 
Thy woe fucceeded, and for what offence ; 

The nymphs, companions of th* unhappy maid, 
This puniſhment upon thy crimes have laid; 

And ſent a plague among thy thriving bees, 774 
With vows and fuppFant pray*rs their pow'rs appeaſe; 
The f. ft Napzan race will ſoon repent 

Their anger, and mit the puniſhment z 

The ſecret in an eaſy method lies; 

Select four brawny bulls for ſacrifice, 

Which on Lyczus graze, without a guide, 78a 
Add four fair heifers yet in yoke untry'd ; | | 
For theſe, four altars in their temple rear, | 
And then adore the woodland pow'rs with pray'r. 
From the ſlain victims pour the ſtreaming blood, 
And lcave their bodies in the ſhady wood: 73% 
Nine mornings thence, Lethean poppy bring, 
T” appeaſe the manes of the poets king : 

And to propit ate his offended pride, 

A fatted calf, and a black ewe provide: 
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This finiſh'd, to the former woods repair. 790 
His mother's precepts he performs with care, 

The temple vifits, and adores with pray'r. 
Four altars raiſes, from his herd he culls, 
For laughter, four the faireſt of his bulls ; 

Four heifers from his female ſtore he took, 795 
All fair, and all unknowing of the yoke. 


The pow'rs aton'd, he to the grove repairs. 


Behold a prodigy ! for from within 

The broken bowels and the bloated kin, 8co 

A buzzing noiſe of bees his ears alarms, 

Straight iſſue thro” the ſides aſſembling ſwarms, 

Dark as a cloud they make a wheeling flight, 

Then on a neighb'ring tree deſcending light; 

Like a large cluſter of black grapes they ſhow, 30g 

And make a large dependence from the bough. 
Thus have I ſung cf fields. and flocks, and trees, 

And of the waxen work of lab'ring bees; 

While mighty Cæſar, thund'ring from afar, 

Secks on Euphrates* banks the ſpoils of war: 810 

With conqu'ring arts afferts his country's cauſe, 

With arts of peace the willing people draws : 

On the glad earth the gulden age reacws, 

And his great ſather's path to hcav'n purſues. 

While I at Naples paſs my peaceful days, 875 


Affecting ſtudies of leſs noiſy praiſe ; 


And bold, thro* youth, beneath the beechen ſhade, 
The lays of ſhepherds and their loves have play'd. 
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greateſt work which the foul of a man is capa- 
ble to perform. The defign of it is to form the mind 
to heroic virtue by exampie z it is conveyed in verſe, 
that it may delight, while it inſtructs: the action of 
it is always one, entire, and great. The leaſt and 
moſt trivial epiſodes, or under- actions, which are in- 
terwoven in it, are parts either neceſſary or conveni- 
ent, to carry on the main defign. Either fo neceſſu- 
ry, that without them the poem muſt be imperfect, 
or fo convenient, that no others can be imagined 
more ſuitable to the place in which they are There 
is nothing to be left void in a firm building ; even the 
cavities ought not to be filicd with rubbiſh, which is 
of a perifhable kind, deftructive to the ſtrength ; but 
witl: brick or ſtone, though of leſs picces, yet of the 
fame nature, and fitted to the crannies. Even the 
leaſt portions of them muſt be of the epic kind ; all 
Vor. II. F — 
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things muſt be grave, majeſtical, and ſublime, no- 
thing of a foreign nature, like the trifling novels, 
which Ariſtotle and others have inferted in their 
poems. By which the reader is milled into another 
tort of pleaſure, oppoſite to that which is defigned in 
an epic poem. One raiſes the foul and hardens it to 
virtue, the other ſoftens it again and unbends it into 
vice. One conduces to the poet's aim, the complet- 
ing of his work; which he is driving on, labouring 
and haſtciing in every line: the other flackens his 
pace, diverts him from his way, and locks him up 
like a Er.ight-errant in an inchanted caſtle, when he 
ſnauld be purſu'ng his firſt adventure. Statius, as 
Boſſu has well obferved, was ambitious of trying his 
firergth with his maſter Virgil, as Virgil had before 
tied his with Homer. The Grecian gave the two 
Romans en example, in the games which were cele- 
brated at the functals of Patroclus. Virgil imitated 
the invention of Homer, but changed the ſports. But 
both the Greek aud Latin pocts took their occations 
from the ſubjeR ; though to confeſs the truth, they 
were both ornamental. or at beſt, convenient parts of 
it, rather than ef ncecſſity ariling from it. Statius, 
who, threugh his whole poem, is noted for want of 
conduct and judę went, inſtead of ſtaying, as he mipht 
have done, for the death of Capan-cus, Hippomedon, 
Tydcus, or ſome other of his feven champions, (who 
are herocs all alike) or more properly for the tragical 
end of the two brothers, wheſe exequies the next ſuc- 
ceſſur had lei ſure to perform, When the hege was rai» 
ky 
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fed, and in the interval betwixt the poet's firſt action 
and his ſecond ; went out of his way, as it were on 
propenſe malice, to commit a fault. For ke took his 
opportunity to kill a royal infant, by the means of a 
ſerpent, (that author of all evil) to make way fur thoſe 
funeral konours, u nich he intended for him. Now if 
this innocent had been of any relation to his Thebais; 
if he had either furthered or hin dered the taking of the 
town, the poet might lave found ſome ſorry excuſe at 
leaſt for the detainir.g the reader from the promiſed 
ſiege. On theſe terms, tis Capancus of a poct engaged 
his two immort el predeceffors, and his fuccefs was 
auſw:-r>'"e to hi c terpriſe. 

If ti; ee ano.ay mull be obſerved in the minuteſt 
Parts Gn nochn, which, do a common reader, 
feem ta b: detache from the boy, and almoſt in ſe- 
pen. l nt of it; what ul, though ſoit into the world 
wit! great advantages of nat ure, c:itivatcl with the 
Feral arts and! ſecience?, converfſiut with hiftorics of 
the dead, and enriched with obſ:rvations on the li. 
viag, can be ſufficient to inform the wile bo ly of fo 
great a work? | touch here but trauſiently, without 
any ſti ict method, on forae few of thof- many rules 
of imitating nature, which Aliſtotle drew from lo- 
mer's lliads and )dyffes, and which he fitted to the 
drama, furnitking himſelf alfo with obſi rvations from 
the practice of the theatre, when it Nourithed under 
£Zſchylus, Eurypides, and Sophocles. Tor the ori- 
ginal of the ſtage was from the epic poem Nar ati- 
on, doubtleſs, preceded acting, and gave laws to it: 
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what at firſt was told artfully, was, in procefs of time, 
repreſented gracefully to the fight and hearing. Thoſe | 
epiſodes of Homer, which were proper for the ſtage, 
the poets amplified each into an action: out of his | 
limbs they formed their bodies: what he had contrac- 
ted they enlarged : out of one Hercules were made 
infinity of pigmies ; yet all endued with human ſouls: 
for from him, their great creator, they have each of 
hem the divinz particulum aurz. They flowed from 
him at firſt, and are at laſt reſulved into him. Nor 
were they only animated by him, but their meaſure | 
and ſymmetry was owing to him. His one, entire, 
and great action was copied by them according to the 
proportions of the drama : if he finiſhed his orb with- 
in the year, it ſufficed to teach them, that their action 
being lefs, and being alſo lefs diverſified with inci- 
dents, their orb of conſequence, muſt be circumfcri- 
bed in a leſs compaſs, which they reduced, within 
the limits either of a natural or an artificial day. 80 
that as he taught them to amplify what he had ſhort- 
ened, by the fame rule applied the contrary way, he 
taught them to ſhorten what he had amplified. Tra- 
gedy is the miniature of human life ; an epic poem is 
the draught at length. Here, my lord, I muſt con- 
tract alſo; for, before I was aware, I was almoſt run- 
ning into a long digreſſion, to prove that there is no 
ſuch abſolute neceſſity that the time of a ſtage-action 
ſhould ſo ſtrictly be confined to twenty-four hours, 
as never to exceed them, for which Ariſtotle contends, 
and the Grecian ſtage has practiſed. Some longer 
ſpace, 
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ſpace, on ſome occaſions, I think may be allowed, 
eſpecially for the Engliik theatre, which requires more 
variety of incidents, than the French. Corneille him- 
ſelf, after long pradice, was incned to think, that 
the time allo: ted by the ancients was too ſhort to raiſe 
and finiſh a great action: and better a mechanic rule 
were ſtretched or broken, than a great beauty were 
omitted. To raiſe, and afterwar ds to calm the paſ- 
fions, to purge the ſou! from Pride, by the examples 
of human miſcries, which Leſil the greateſt; in few 
words, to expel ri ogarce, and introduce compfſion, 
arc the great «ie: of tragedy. Great, I muſt con- 
feſt, if they were a!together as true a+ they are pom- 
pous. But arc habts to be introduced at three hours 
warning ? are radical difeaſes ſo ſuddenly removed? 
A mounte'-an'% my promiſe ſuch a cure, but a fit 
ful phyfician will not undertake it. An epic poem is 
not ſo much in haſte ; it works Icifurcly ; the changes 
which it makes are lou; but the cure is likcly to be 
more perſect. The eſſects of tragedy, as I faid, are 
too violent to be laſting. If it be anſwered, that for 
this reaſon tragedics are often to be ſecn, and the doſe 
to be repeated ; this is tacitly to confeſs, that there is 
more virtue in vic hcroic poem, than in many trage 
dies. A man is humbled one day, and his pride re- 
turns the next. Chymical medicines are obſerved to 
relieve oftener than to cure: for it is the nature of 
ſpirits to make ſwift imprefſions, but not deep. Ga- 
lenical decoctions, to which | may properly compare 
an epic poem, have more of body in them; they work 
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by their ſubſtance and their weight. It is one reaſos 
of Ariſtotle's to prove, that tragedy is the more no- 
ble, becauſe it turns in a ſhorter compaſs: the whole 


action being circumſcribed within the ſpace of four. | 
and-twenty hours. He might prove as well that a 


1 


muſhroom is to be preferred before a peach, becauſe 
it ſhoots up in the compaſs of a night. A chariot 
may be driven round the fiir in lcfs fpace than a 
large machine, becauſe the belt is not fo great. Is 
the moon a more noble pl. t thin Cititrn, Eccauſe 
he makes her revoiution in I! tn thirty days, 
and he in leſs than thirty yer? Both their orbs 
are in proportion to t!:ir fic! mo nitudes; and, 
conſequently, the quiet ee or flowneſs of their 
motion, and the tire of theie circamolationr 2, 38 
ao argument of the grc:iter or le perfection, And 
deſides, what virtue is there in a tragedy, which 
is not contained in an epic poem? Where pride 
:3 humbled, virtue rewarded. and vice puniſhed ; and 
thoſe more amply treated, than the narrowneſs of the 
drama can admit? The ſhining quality of an epic he- 
ro, his magnanimity, his conſtancy. his patience, his 
piety, or whatever charactcriſtical virtue his poet gives 
him, raiſes firſt our admiration: we are naturally 
prone to imitate what we admire : and frequent acts 
produce a habit. If the hero's chief quality be vici- 
ous, as for example, the choler and obſtinate detire of 
vengeance in Achilles, yet the moral is inſtructive, 
and beſides, we are informed in the very propoſition 
of the Iliads, that this anger was pernicious ; that it 
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brought a thouſand ills on the Grecian camp. The 
courage of Achilles is propoſed to imitation, not his 
pride and diſobedience to his general, nor his brutal 
cruelty to his dead enemy, nor the ſelling his body to 
his father. We abhor theſe actions while we read them, 
and what we abhor we never imitate : the poet only 


ſhews them like rocks or quickſands, to be ſhunned. 
By this example the critics have concluded that it is 
not neceſſary the manners of the hero ſhoukt be virtu- 
ons. They are poetically good if they are of a piece. 
Though where a character of perfect virtue is ſet be- 
fore us, it is more lovely ; for there the whole hero 
is to be imitated. This is the ZEneis of our author: 
this is that idea of perfection in an epic poem, which 
painters and ftatuaries have only in their minds; and 
which no hands are able to expreſs. Theſe are the 
beauties of 2 god in a human body. When the pic- 
ture of Achilles is drawn in tragedy, he is taken with 
thoſe warts, and moles, and hard features, by thoſe 
who repreſent him on the ſtage, or he is no more A- 
chilles: for his creator Homer has ſo deſcribed him. 
Yet even thus he appears a perfect hero, though an 
imperfect chat acter of virtue. Horace paints him af- 
ter Homer, and delivers him to be copied on the ſtage 
with all thoſe imperfections. Ther: fore they are ei- 
ther not faults in an hervic poem, or faults common 
to the drama. After all, on the whole merits of the 
cauſe, it muſt be acknowledged, that the epic poem 
is more for the manners, and tragedy for the pailion. 
The paſſivus, as I have faid, are violent: and acute 
I diſtemperg 
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diſtempers require medicines of a ſtrong and ſpeedy 
operation. Ml habits of the mind are like chronical 
diſeaſes, to be corrected by degrees, and cured by al- 
teratives: wherein though purges are ſometimes ne- 
ceffary, yet diet, good air, and moderate exerciſe, 
have the greateſt part. The matter being thus flated, 
it will appear that both forts of poetry are of uſe for 
their proper ends. The ſtage is more active, the <pic 
poem works at greater leifure, yet is acted too, when 
need requires. For dialogue is imitated by the dra» 
ma, from the more active parts of it. Ove puts off 
a fit like the quinquina, and relieves us ov!y for a 
time ; the other roots out the diſtemper, and gives a 
healthful habit. The fun enlightens and chears us, 
ditpcls fogs, and warms the ground with his daily 
beams; but the corn is ſowed, increaſes, is ripened, 
and is reaped for uſe in proveſs of time, and in its 
proper ſeafun. I proceed from the greatneſs of the 
action to the dig nity of the actors, I mean the perſons 
employed in both poems. here likewiſe tragedy 
will be ſcen to borrow from the Epopee : and that 
which borrows is always of leſs dignity, becauſe it 
has not of its own. A ſuhj ct, it is true, may lend 
to his ſovereign, but the act of borrowing makes the 
king inferior, becauſe he wants, and the ſubject ſup- 
plies. And ſuppoſe the perſons of the drama wholly 
fabulous, or of the poet's invention, yet heroic poet- 
ry gave him the examples of that invention, becauſe 
it was firſt, and Homer the cemmon father of the 
ſtage. 1 know not of auy one advantage, which tra- 
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gedy can boaſt above heroic poetry, but that it is re- 
preſented to the view, as well as read; and inſtructs in 
the cloſet, as well as on the theatre. This is an uncon- 
tented excellence, and a chief branch of its prerogative; 
yet I may be allowed to ſay without parti ty, tat 
herein the actors ſhare the poet's praiſe. Your lord."'p 
knows ſome modern tragedies which are bca'1titul on 
the ſtage, and yet I am confident you vor! l tot read 
them. Triphon the ſtationer con pl2irs tie are fob 
dom aſked for in his ſhop. Thc poct who Curried 
in the ſcene, is damned in the P.nclleg vun more, he 
is not eſteemed a good poct by thoſe who fee and 


hear his extravagancies with delight. They are a fort 


of ſtately fuſtian and lofty childiſhneſs. Nothing but 
nature can give a fincere pleaſure ; where that is not 
imitated, it is groteſque painting, the fine woman 
ends in a fiſh's tail. 

I might alſo add, that many things which not only 
pleaſe, but are real beauties in the reading, would ap» 
pear abſurd upon the ſtage : and thoſe not only the 
ſpecioſa miracula, as Horace calls them, of transfor- 
mations, of Scylla, Antiphanes, and the Leſtrigons, 
which cannot be repreſented even in operas, but the 
proweſs of Acliilles, or ZEneas, would appear ridicu- 
lous in our dwarf-heroes of the theatre. We can be- 
leve they routed armies in Homer or in Virgil ; but, 
ne Hercules contra duos in the drama. I forbear to 
inſtance in many things, which the ſtage cannot or 
ought not to repreſent. For | have faid alrea-ly more 
than I intended on this ſubjeRt, and ſhould fear it 

might 
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miyht be turned again? me: that I plead for the pre. 
eminence of epic poetry, hecauſe l have taken ſame | 
paizs in trepſſating Viren; if this were the ir" time 
that I Hoe delivered my opinion in this A ſpute. But 
I have r cre than onee already maintained the rights | 
of my two maſters agaivſt ther rivals of the ſcene, even | 
while: EF wrote tragedies myſcif, and had no thoughts 
ef this preſent undertaking I ſubmit my opinion to 
your us: ment, who are Fetter qualified than any 
r 5 - {ver to cecide this controverſy. You come, 
ry, inf ructed in the caufe, and needed not that 
Fo ep: it. Tor eſſay of portry, which was 
pF: ed vito a zame, and of which I was nat 
Fr ured with Ge co Elence, | read over and over 
wit rn dr t, and as much inftrution: and, 
vt ont Priteriry ye't, or making mytelf more moral 
than lam, nut without fome envy. I was loth tobe 
ier 1 an epic poem ſhould be written, or how 
a tante mould be contrived and managed, in better 
verte. and with more judgment, than I could teach 
others. I rative of Pat naſſus, and bicd up in the ſtu- 
gies of its fundamental laws, may receive new lights 
from his cotemporaries; but it is a gru'ging kind of 
praiſe which be gives his beucfacturs. Exc is more o- 
bliged than he is willing to acknowledge: there is a 
tin cture of malice in his commendations. For where 
F own l am taught, I confeſs my want of knowledge. 
A judge upon the bench may, out of good- Nature, or 
at leaſt intereſt, encourage tae pleadings of a puny 
counſellor ; but he does not williugly commend his 
brother 


— 


. ͤ V ̃«⁰˙AA Ä 0ßꝗ̃̃ Ἀͤtup . ̃ é ˙ our ww , § !.ů́ꝛ 


DEDICATION. 71 
brother ſergeant at the bar; eſpecially when he con- 
trouls his law and expoſes that i.;norance which is made 
facred by his place. I gave the unknown author his due 
commendation, I mui: conieſs: but who can anſwer for 
me, and for the reſt of the poets. who heard me read the 
poem, wicther we thould not have been better pleaſed 
to have ſeen our own names at the bottom of the title- 
page? Perhaps we commendet it the more, that we 
miglit ſeem to be above the cenſure. We are naturally 
diſpleaſed with an unknown critic,as the ladies are with 
a lampooner ; becauſe we are hitten in the dark, and 
know not where to faſten our revenge. But great ex- 
cellencies will work their way through all forts of op- 
polition. I applauded rather ont of decency than afe 
fection; and was ambitious, a: ſome yet can witneſs, 
to be acquainted with a man, with whom I had the 
honour to cunverie, and that almoſt taily, for fo ma- 
ny years together. Heaven knows, if t have heartily 
forgiven you this deceit. You cx*ortert x praife, which 
I ſhould willingly have given, lad l known you, Noe 


thing had been more caiy t! n to commend a patron 
of a lony landing. The world would join with me, 
the encamiums were juſt; and if an;ult, would ex- 
cuſe a grateful flxtterer. But to come anonymous u- 
pon me, and forcc me to con end you againſt my 
intereſt, was not altogether ſo fair, give me len e to 
fay, as it was politic. For by conccaling your quali- 
ty, you m wht elearly underitand how your work ſuc- 
ceeded ; and that the general approbation was giren 
to your merit, not your titles. Thus, Ike Apclics, 

you 
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you ſtoed unſeen behind your own Venus, and recei- 
ved the praiſes of the paſſing multitude: the work 
was commended, not the author: and I doubt not, 
this was one of the moſt pleaſing adventures of your life, 

I have detained your lordſhip longer than I intend- 
ed in this diſpute of preference betwixt the epic poem 
and the drama: and yet have not formally anſwered 
any of the arguments which are brought by Ariſtotle 
on the other fide, and ſet in the faireſt light by Daci- 
er. But I ſuppoſe, without looking on the book, [ 
may have touched on ſome of the objections. For in 
this addreſs to your lordſhip, I defign not a treatiſe 
of heroic poetry, but write in a looſe epiſtolary way, 
ſomewhat tending to that ſubjeR, after the example 
of Horace, in his firſt epiſtle of the ſecond book to 
Auguſtus Czfar, and of that to the Piſo's, which we 
call bis Art of Poetry. In both of which he obſerves 
no method that I can trace, whatever Scaliger the 
father, or Heinfius, may have ſeen, or rather think 
they had feen. I have taken up, laid down, and re- 
ſumed as often as I pleaſed, the ſame ſubjc&7 and this 
looſ: proceeding I ſhall uſe through all this prefatory 
Cedication. Yet all this while I have been failing with 
ſome ſide- wind or other toward the point I propoſed 
in the beginning; the prtatneſs and exccllency of an 
heroic poem, with ſome of the difficulties which at- 
tend that work. The compariſon therefore which I 
made betwixt the Epopee and the Fragedy, was not 
altogether a digreſſion; for it is concluded on all hands, 
that they are both the maſter-pieces of human wit. 
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In the mean time, I may be bold to draw this co- 
rollary from what has been already ſaid, That the file 
of heroic poets is very ſhort : all are not ſuch who have 
aſſumed that lofty title in ancient or modern ages, or 
have been ſo eſteemed by their partial and ignorant 
admirers. 
There have been but one great Ilias, and one - 
neis in ſo many ages. The next, but the next with a 
long interval betwixt, was the Jeruſalem : I mean not 
ſo much in diſtance of time, as in excellency. After 
theſe three are entered, ſome lord chamberlain ſhould 
be appointed, ſome critic of authority ſhould be ſet 
before the door, to keep out a crowd of little poets, 
who preſs for admiſſion, and are not of quality. 
Mzvius would be deafening your lordſhip's ears, 
with his 
Fortunam Priami cantabo, & nobile bellum. 
mere fuſtian, as Horace would tell you from behind, 
without preſſing forward, and more ſmoke than fire. 
Pulci, Boyardo, and Arioſto, would cry out, Make 
room for the Italian poets, the deſcendents of Virgil 
in 2 right line. Father Le Moin, with his Saint Lou- 
is ; and Scudery, with his Alaric, for a godly king, 
and a Gothic conqueror; and Chapelain would take 
it ill that his maid ſhould be refuſed a place with He- 
len and Lavinia. Spencer has a better plea for his 
Fairy Queen had his action been finiithed, or had been 
one. And Milton, if the devil had not been his hero, 
inſtead of Adam, if the giant had not foiled the knight, 
and driven him out of his ſtrong hold, to wander 
Vor. II. G through 
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through the world with his lady-errant ; and if there 


had not been more machining perſons than human in 
his poem. After theſe, the reſt of our Engliſh poets 
ſhall not be mentioned. I have that honour for them 
which I ought to have ; but if they are worthies, they 
are not to be ranked amongſt the three whom I have 
named, and who are eſtabliſhied in their reputation. 

Before I quitted the compariſon betwixt epic poet- 
ry and tragedy, I ſhould have acquainted my judge 
with one advantage of the former over the latter, 
which I now caſually remember out of the preface of 
Segrais before his tranſlation of the Aneis, or out of 
Boſſu, no matter which. The tile of the heroic po- 
em is, and ought to be, more lofty than that of the 
drama. The critic is certainly in the right, for the 
reaſon already urged : the work of tragedy is on the 
paſſions, and in a dialogue, both of them abhor ſtrong 
metaphors, in which the Epopee delights. A poet 
cannot ſpeak too plainly on the ſtage : for Volat irre- 
vocabile verbum ; the ſenſe is loft, if it be not taken 
flying ; but what we read alone, we have leiſure to 
digeſt. There an author may beautify his ſenſe by 
the boldneſs of his expreſſion, which, if we under- 
ſtand not fully at the firſt, we may dwell upon it, till 
we find the ſecret force and excellence. That which 
cures the manners by alterative pkyfic, as I ſaid be- 
fore, muſt proceed by inſenſible degrees; but that 
which purges the paſſions, muſt do its bufinefs all at 
once, or wholly fail of its eſſe ct, at leaſt in the preſent 
operation, and without repeated doſes. We muſt 
beat 
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heat the iron while it is hot, but we may poliſh it at 
leiſure. Thus, my lord, you pay the fine of my for- 
getfulveſs, and yet the merits of both cauſes are where 
they were, and undecided, till you declare whether 
it be more for the benefit of mankind to have their 
manners in general corrected, or their pride and hard- 
heartedneſs removed. | 

I muſt now come cloſer to my preſent buſineſs ; and 
not thinking of making more invaſive wars abroad, 
when, like Hannibal, I am called back to the defence 
of my own country. Virgil is attacked by many ene- 
mies. He has a whole confederacy againſt him, and 
I muſt endeavour to defend him as well as I am able. 
the duration or length of time taken up in the action 
of the poem, and what they have to urge againſt the 
manners of his hero. I ſhall omit the reſt as mere 
cavils of grammarians ; at the worſt but caſual flips 
of a great man's pen, or inconfilerable faults of an 
admirable poem, which the author had not leiſure to 
review before his death. Macrobius has anſwered 
what the ancients could urge againſt him; and ſome 
things I have lately read in Tanncguy, le Fevre, Va- 
lois, and another whom I name not, which are ſcarce 
worth anfwering. They begin with the moral of his 
poem, which I have eiſcwhere confeſſed, and ſtill muſt 
own, not to be fo noble as that of tlomer. But let 
both be fairly ſtated, and without contradicting my 
firſt opinion, I can ſhe that Virgil's was as uſeful to 
the Romans of his age, as Homer's was to the Greci- 

G3 ans 


76 DEDICATION. 

ans of his; in what time ſoever he may be ſuppoſed 
to have lived and flouriſhed. Homer's moral was to 
urge the neceſſity of union, and of a good underſtand- 
'7g betwixt confederate ftates and princes engaged in 
a war with a mighty monarch ; as alfo of diſcipline in 
an army, and obedience in their ſeveral chiefs, to the 
fupreme commander of the joint forces. To incul- 
cate this he ſets forth the ruinous effects of diſcord in 
the camp of thoſe allies, occaſioned by the quarrel be- 
twixt the general, and one of the next in office under 
les refents the injury. Both parties are faulty in the 
quarrel, and accordingly they are both puniſhed : the 
aggreſſor is forced to ſuc for peace to his inferior on 
diſhonourable conditions; the deſerter refuſes the ſa- 
friend. This works the natural effe& of choler, and 
turns his rage againſt him, by whom he was laſt a- 
fronted, and moſt ſenſibly. The greater anger expels 
the leſs ; but his character is ſtill preferved. In the 
mean time, the Grecian army receives loſs on loſs, 
and is half deſtroyed by a peſtilence into the bargain. 

Quicquid dilirant reges, plectuntur Achivi. 

As the poct, in the firſt part of the example, had 
ſhewn the bad effects of difcord, fo after the recon» 
cilement, he gives the good effects of unity. For 
H. tor is ſlain, and then Troy muſt fall. Ry this it is 
probable, that Homer lived when the Median monar- 
chy was grown formidable to the Grecians; and that 
the joint endeavours of his countrymen, were little 

enough 


* 


| 


1 


W OPT LL mT aur my wn” Ir -=+zt _ww HE 


ai. 


DEDICATION. 77 
enough to preſerve their common freedom from an 
encroaching enemy. Such was his moral, which all 
critics have allowed to be more noble than that of 
Virgil, though not adapted to the times in which the 
Roman poet lived. Had Virgil flouriſhed in the age 
of Ennius, and addreſſed to Scipio, he had probably 
taken the fame moral, or ſome other not unlike it. 
For then the Romans were in as much danger from 
the Carthaginia commonwealth, as the Grecians 
were from the Aſſyrian, or Median monarchy. But 
we are to conſider him as writing his poem in a time 
when the old form of government was ſubverted, and 
a new one juſt eſtabliſhed by Octavius Cæſar; in ef- 
fect by force of arms, but ſeemingly by the conſent of 
the Rowan people. The commonwealth had received 
a deadly wound in the former civil wars betwixt Ma- 
rius and Sylla. The commons, while the firſt pre- 
vailed, had almoſt ſhaken off the yoke of the nobility; 
and Marius and Cinna, like the captains of the mob, 
under the ſpecious pretence of the public good, and 
of duing juſtice on the oppreſſors of their liberty, re- 
venged themſelves without form of law, on their pri- 
vate enemies. Sylla, in his turn, proſcribed the heads 
of the adverſe party : he too had nothing but liberty 
and reformation in his mouth ; (for the cauſe of reli- 
gion is but a modern motive to rebellion, invented by 
the chriſtian prieſthood, refining on the heathen :} 
Sylla, to be ſure, meant no more good to the Roman 
people than Marius before, whatever he declared; 
but ſacrificed the lives, and took the eſtates of all his 
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enemies, to gratify thuſc who brought him into pow- 
er: fuch was the reformation of the government by 
both parties. The ſenate and the commons were the 
two baſes on which it ſtood ; and the two champions 
of cither faction, each deſtroyed the foundations of 
the other fide : ſo the fabric of conſequence muſt fall 
betwixt them; and tyranny muſt be built upon their 
ruins. This comes of altcring fundamental laws and 
conſtitutions. Like him, who being in good health, 
lodged himfclf in a phyfician's houſe. and was over- 
perſuaded by his landlord to take phy ſic, of which he 
died, for the benefit of his doctor: Stavo ben (was 
written on his n.onument) ma, perſtar meꝑlio. ſto qui. 

After the death of thoſe two uſurpers the common» 
wealth ſeemed to recover, and held up its head for a 
little time. But it was all the while in a deep con- 
ſumpt on, which is a flattering diſeaſe. Pompey, 
Craſſus, and Cæſar, had found the ſweets of arbitra- 
xy power; and each being a check to the other's 
growth. ſtruck up a falſe friendſhip amongſt them- 
felves, and divided the government betwixt them, 
which none of them was able to aſſume alone Theſe 
were the public-ſpirited men of their age, that is, pa- 
triots of their own intereſt. The commonwealth look- 
ed with a florid countenance in their management, 
fpread in bulk, and all the while was waſting in the 
vitals Not to trouble your lordſhip with the repeti- 
tion of what you know: After the death of Craſſus, 
Pompey found himfelf outwitted by Cæſar; broke 
with him, overpowered him ia the ſenate, and cauſed 


many 


DEDICATION. 79 
many unjuſt decrees to paſs againſt him: Czfar thus 
injured, and unable to reſiſt the faction of the nobles, 
which was now uppermoſt (for he was a Marian) had 
recourſe to arms; and his cauſe was juſt againſt Pom- 
pey, but not againſt his country: whoſe conſtitution 
ought to have been ſacred to him; and never to have 
been violated on the account of any private wrong. 
But he prevailed, and heaven declaring for him, he 
became a providential monarch, under the title of 
Perpetual Dictator. He being murdered by his own 
fon, whom | neither dare commend, nor can juſtly 
blame, (though Dante, in his Inferno, has put him 
and Caſſius, and Judas Ifcariot betwixt them, into 
the great devil's mouth) the commonwealth popped 
up its head for the third time, under Brutus and Caſ- 
fius, and then ſurk for ever. 

Thus the Roman people were groſsly gulled twice 
or thrice over; and as often enſlaved in one century, 
and under the fame pretence of reformation. At laſt 
the two battles of Philippi gave the decifive ſtroke a- 
gainſt liberty ; and not long after the commonwealth 
was turned into a monarchy, by the conduct and good 
fortune of Auguſtus. It is true, that the deſpot ie 
power could not have fallen into better hands, than 
thoſe of the firſt and ſecond Cæſar. Your lordſhip 
well knows what obligations Virgil had to the latter 
of them: he ſaw, beſide, that the commonwealth 
was |: ſt without reſource : the heads of it deſtroyed ; 
the ſenate new moul.led, grown degenerate; and ei- 
ther bought off, or thruſtiug their own necks int» the 
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lo DEDICATION. 

yoke, out of fear of being forced. Yet I may fafely 
affirm for our great author, (as men of good ſenſe are 
generally honeſt) that he was ſtill of republican prin- 
ciples in his heart. 

F think, I need uſe no other argument to juſtify my 
opinion, than that of this one line, taken from the 
eighth book of the Eneis. If he had not well ſtudi- 
ed his patron's temper, it might have ruined him with 
another prince. But Auguſtus was not diſcontented, 
at leaſt that we can find, that Cato was placed by his 
own poet in Elyfium; and there giving laws to the 
boly ſouls, who deſerved to be ſeparated from the 
vulgar ſort of good fpirits. For his conſcience could 
not but whiſper to the arbitrary monarch, that the 
kings of Rome were at firſt eleQive, and governed not 
without a ſenate : that Romulus was no kereditary 
prince, and though, after his death, he received di- 
vine honours, fur the good he did on earth, yet he 
was but a god of their own making : that the laſt Tar- 
quin was expellcd juſtly for overt - acts of tyranny, and 
male-adminiſtration ; for fuch are the conditions of an 
elective kingdom: and I meddle not with others: be- 
ing, for my own opinion, of Montaign's principles, 
That an honeſt man ought to be contented with that 
form of government, and with thoſe fundamental con- 
ſtitutions of it which he received from his anceſtors, 
and under which himſclf was born. Though at the 
fame time he confeſſed freely, that if he could have 
choſen his place of birth, it ſhould have been at Ve- 

nice: 
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nice: which, for many reaſons I diſlike, and am bet- 
ter pleaſed to have been born an Engliſhman. 

But to return from my long rambling : I ſay that 
Virgil having maturely weighed the condition of the 
times in which he lived: that an intire liberty was 
not to be retrieved : that the preſent ſettlement had 
the proſpect of a long continuance in the ſame family, 
or thoſe adopted into it : that he held his paternal e- 
ſtate from the bounty of the conqueror, by whom he 
was likewiſe enriched, eſteemed, and cheriſhed : that 
this conqueror, though of a bad kind, was the very 
beſt of it : that the arts of peace flouriſhed under him: 
that all men might be happy, if they would be quiet: 
that now he was in poſſeſſion of the whole, yet he 
ſhared a great part of his authority with the ſcnate: 
that he would be choſen into the ancient offices of the 
commonwealth, and ruled by the power which he de- 
rived from them ; and prorogued his government from 
time to time : ſtill, as it were, threatening to diſmiſs 
himſclf from public cares, which he exerciſed more 
for the common good, than for any delight he took 
in greatneſs: theſe things, I ſay, being confidered by 
the poet, he concluded it to be the intereſt of his 
country to be fo governed: to infuſc an awful reſpect 
into the people towards fuch a prince; by that reſpect 
to confirm their obedience to bim: and by that obe- 
dience to make them happy. This was the moral of 
his divine poem: honeſt in the poet: honourable to 
the emperor, whom he derwes from a divine extrac- 
tion ; aud reficting part of that hunour on the Ro- 

may 
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man people, whom he derives alſo from the Trojans; 
and not only profitable, but neceſſary to the pre ſent 
age, and likely to be ſuch to their poſterity. That it 
cended from the Trojans, and Julius Czfar from lu- 
lus the fon of ZEncas, was enough for Virgil ; though 
perhaps he thought not fo himſelf: or that ZEneas e- 
ver was in Italy, which Bochartus manifeſtly proves. 
And Homer, where he fays that Jupiter hated the 
houſe of Priam, and was reſolved to transfer the kings 
dom to the family of ZEneas, yet mentions nothing 
of his leading a colony into a foreign country. and ſet- 
tling there: but that the Romans valucd themfcives 
on their Trojan anceſtry, is ſo undout: «cd a truth, that 
I need not prove it. Even the feals which we have 
remaining of Julius Cæſar, which we know to be an- 
tique, have the ſtar of Venus over them, though they 
were all graven after his death, as a note that he was 
deified. I doubt not but one reaſon, why Auguſtus 
ſhould be fo paſſionately concerned for the preſcrva- 
tion of the Eneis, which its author had condemned 
to be burnt, as an imperfet poem, by his laſt will 
and teſtament, was, becauſe it did him a real ſervice, 
as well as an honour ; that a work ſhould not be loſt, 
where his divine original was celebrated in verſe, 
which had the character of immortality ſtamped u- 
pon it. | 
Neither were the great Roman families which flou- 
riſhed in kis time, lefs obliged by him than the empe- 
or. Your lordſhip knows with what addreſs he 
| makes 
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makes mention of them, as captains of ſhips, or lead- 
ers in the war; and even ſome of Italian extraction are 
not forgotten. Theſe are the fingle ſtars which are 
ſprinkled through the ZEneis: but there are whole 
conſtellations of them in the fifth book. And I could 
not but take notice, when | tranſlated it, of ſome fa- 
vourite families to which he gives the victory, and a- 
wards the prizes in the perſon of his hero, at the fu- 
neral games which were celebrated in honour of An- 
chiſes. I infiſt not on their names, but am pleaſed to 
find the Memmii amongſt them, derived from Mneſt- 
keus, becauſe Lucretius dedicates to one of that fami- 
ly, a branch of which deſtroyed Corinth. I likewiſe 
either found or formed an image to myſelf of the con- 
trary kind; that thoſe who loſt the prizes, were ſuch 
as diſubliged the poet, or were in difgrace with Au- 
guſtus, or enemies to Meczaas : and this was the po- 
etical revenge he took. For, genus irritable Vatum, 
as Horace ſays. When a poet is thoroughly prove» 
ked, he will do himfcIf juſtice, however dear it coſt 
him, Animam que in vulnere ponit. I think theſe are 
not bare imaginations of my own, though I find no 
trace of them in the commentators: but one poet 
may judge of another, by him{-If. The vengeance 
we defer, is not furgotten. I hinted before, that the 
whole Roman people were obliged by Virgil, in dri- 
ving them from Troy; an anceſtry which they affec- 
ted. We and the French are of the fame humour: 
they would be thought to de ſcend from a ſon, I think, 
of Hector: and we would have our Britain both na- 
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med and planted by a deſcendant of Aneas. Spencer 
favours this opinion what he can. His prince Ar- 
thur, or whoever he intends by him, is a Trojan, 
Thus the hero of Homer was a Grecian, of Virgil a 
Roman, of Taſſo an Italian. 

I have tranſgreſſed my bounds, and gone farther 
than the moral leads me. But if your lordſhip is not 
tired, I am ſafe enough. 
Thus far, I think, my author is defended. But as 
Auguſtus is ſtill ſhadowed in the perſon of Zneas, of 
which I ſhall ſay more, when I come to the manners 
which the poet gives his hero: I muſt prepare that 
ſubject, by ſhewing how dextrouſly he managed both 
the prince and people, fo as to diſpleaſe neither, 
and to do good to both, which is the part of a wiſe 
and an honeſt man; and proves, that it is poſſible 
for a courtier not to be a knave. I ſhall continue 
ſtill to ſpeak my thoughts like a free-born ſubjeR, as 
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1 am; though ſuch things, perhaps, as no Dutch | 


commentator could, and I am fure no Frenchman 
durſt. I have already told your lordſhip my opinion 
of Virgil; that he was no arbitrary man : obliged he 
was to his maſter for his bounty, and he repays him 
with good counſcl, how to behave himfclf in his new 


monarchy, fo as to gain the affe ctions of his ſubjefs, | 


and deſerve to be called the fati-er of his country. 


From this conſideration it 1s, Hat he chuſe the ground- 
work of his poem, one empire deſtroyed, and another 
raiſed from the ruins of it. Tis was the juſt parallel 
Eneas could not pretend to be Priam's heir in a line- 

al 


: 


an — — 


t 


DEDICATION. 25 
al fucceſhon : for Anchiſes. the hero's father, was on- 
ly of the ſecond branch of the royal family z and He- 
lenus, a ſon of Priam, was yet ſurviving, and might 
lau fully claim before him. I may be, Virgil menti- 
ons him on that account. Neither has he forgotten 
Priamus, in the fifth of his /Znetis, the fon of Polites, 
youngeſt ſon to Priam, who was ſlain by Pyrrhus, in 
the ſecond book. Zneas had only married Creuſa, 
Priam's daughter, and by her could have no title, 
while any of the male iſſues were remainiag. In 
this caſe, the Poet gave him the next title, which 
is that of an clective king. The remaining Tro- 
jans choſe kim to lead them forth, and ſettle them 
in ſome foreign country. Ilioneus, in his ſpeech to 
Dido, calls him exprefsly by the name of king. Our 
poet, who all this while had Auguſtus in his eye, had 
no defire he ſhould feem to ſucceed by any right of 
inhcritance, derived from Julius Cæſar; fuch a title 
being but one degree removed from conqueſt. For 
what was introduced by force, by force may be remo- 


ved. It was better for the people that they ſhould 


give, than he ſhould take. Since that gift was indeed 
no more at bottom, than a truſt, Virgil gives us an 
example of this in the perſon of Mezentius. He go» 
verned arbitrarily, he was expelled ; and came to the 
deſcrved end of ail tyrants. Our author ſhews us ano- 
ther fort of kingthip, in the perſon of Latinus: he was 
deſcended from Saturn, and as I remember, in the 
third degree. He is deſcribed a juſt and gracious 
prince ; ſolicitous for the welfare of his people; al- 
Vor. II. H ways 
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ways conſulting with his ſenate to promote the com» 
mon good. We find him at the head of them, when 
fill demanding their advice, and ſtecring by it, as far 
as the iniquity of the times would fuffer him. And 
this is the proper character of a king by inheritance, 
who is born a father of his country. ZAEneas, though 
he married the heireſs of the crown, yet claimed no 
title to it during the life of his father-in law. Pater 
arma Latinus habeto, &c. are VirgiPs words. As for 
himſelf, he was contented to take care of his country 
gods, who were not thoſe of Latium. Wherein our 
divine author ſeems to relate to the after-practice of 
the Romans, which was to adopt the gods of thoſe 
they conquered, or received as members of the com- 
monwealth. Yet withal, he plainly touches at the 
office of the high prieſthood, with which Auguſtus 
was inveſted : and which made his perſon more facred 
and inviolable. than even the tribunitial power. It was 
not therefore for nothing. that the moſt judicious of 
all poets made that office vacant, by the death of 
Pantheus, in the ſecond book of the Eneis, for his 
hero to ſucceed in it; and conſequently for Auguſtus 
to enjoy. I know not that any of the commentators 
have taken notice of that paſſage. If they have not, 
I am ſure they ought : and if they have, I am not in- 
debted to them for the obſervation ; the words of 
Virgil are very plain, 
Sacra, ſuoſque tibi commendat Troja Penates. 
As 
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As for Auguſtus. or his uncle Julius, claiming by 
deſcent from Zneas ; that title is already out of doors. 
Eneas ſucceeded not, but was elected. Troy was 
fore-doomed to fall for ever. 
Poſtquam res Aſiæ, Priamique evertere regnum 
1 a ate Dane! 
Eneis, Lib. iii. v. 2. 
Auguſtus, it is true, had once reſolved to rebuild 
that city, and there to make the ſcat of empire: but 
Horace writes an ode on purpoſe to deter him from 
that thought ; declaring the place to be accurſed, and 
that the gods would as often deftroy it, as it ſhould 
be raiſed. Herenpon the emperor laid afide a project 
fo ungrateful to the Roman people. But by this, my 
lord, we may conclude that he had ftill his pedigree 
in his head, and had an itch of being thought a divine 
king, if his poets had not given him better counſel. 
I will paſs by many leſs material objections, for 
want of room to anfwer them : what follows next is 
of great importance, if the critics can make out their 
charge; for it is levelled at the manners which our 
poet gives his hero, and which are the fame which 
were eminently ſeen in his Auguſtus: thoſe manners 
were, picty to the gods, and a dutiful affe ction to his 
father ; love to his relations; care of his people ; cou- 
rage and conduct in the wars; gratitude to thoſe who 
had obliged him ; and juſtice in general to mankind. 
Piety, as your lordſhip ſees, takes place of all, as 
the chief part of his character : and the word in Latin 
is more full than it can poſſibly be expreſſed in any 
Hs modern. 
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modern language; for there it comprehends not only 
devotion to the gods, but filial love and tender affec> 
tion to relations of all forts. As inſtances of this, the 
deities of Troy, and his own Penates, are made the 
companions of his flight : they appear to him in his 
voyage, and adviſe him; and at laſt he replaces them 
in Italy, their native country. For bis father, he 
takes him on his back; ke leads his little ſon, his wife 
follows him; but loſing his footſteps, through fear or 
ignorance, he goes back into the midſt of his enemies 
to find her; and leaves not his purſuit till her ghoſt 
appears, to forbid his farther ſearch. I will fay no- 
thing of his duty to his father while ke lived, his for- 
row for his death; of the games inſtit uted in honour 
of his memory; or ſecking him, by his command, e- 
ven after his death, in the Elytian fields. I will not 
mention bis tenderneſs for his fon, which every where 
is viſible ; of his raiſing a tomb fer Polydorus, the ob- 
ſequics for Miſenus, his pious remembrance of Dei- 
phobus ; the funeral of his nurſe ; his grief for Pallas, 
and his revenge taken on his murterer, whom other- 
wiſe, by his natural compaſſion, he had forgiven ; and 
then the poem had been left imperfe& ; for we could 
have had no certain proſpe& of his happineſs, while 
the laſt obſtacle to it was unremoved. Of the other 
parts which compoſe his charaQter, as a king, or as a 
general, I need fay nothing; the whole Encis is one 
continued inſtance, of ſome one or other of them; 
and where I find any thing of them taxcd, it ſhould 
fuſſice me, as briefly as I can, to vindicate my divine 
maſter 
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maſter to your lordſhip, and by you to the reader. 
But herein, Segrais, in his admirable preface to his 
tranſlation of the Zneis, as the author of the Dau- 
phin's Virgil juſtly calls it, has prevented me. Him 
I follow, and what I borrow from him, am ready to 
acknowledge to him. For, impartially ſpeaking, the 
French are as much better critics than the Engliſh, as 
they are worſe poets. Thus we generally allow, that 
they underſtand better the management of a war, than 
our iſlanders; but we know we are ſuperior to them 
in the day of battle. They value themſelves on their 
generals, we on our ſoldiers. But this is not the pro- 
per place to decide that queſtion, if they make it one. 
I ſhall perhaps ſay as much of other nations, and their 
poets, excepting only Taſſo; and hope to make my 
aſſertion good, which is but doing juſtice to my coun» 
try; part of which honour will reflect on your lord- 
ſhip, whoſe thoughts are always juft ; your numbers 
harmonious, your words choſen, your expreſſions 
ſtrong and manly, your verſe flowing, and your turns 
as happy as they are caſy. If you weuld ſet us more 
copies, your example would make all precepts need- 
kfs. In the mean time, that little you have written 
is owned, and that particularly by the poets, (who 
are a nation not over-laviſh of praiſe to their contem- 
poraries) as a principal ornament of our language: 
but the ſweeteſt eſſences are always confined in the- 
ſmalleſt glaſſes. | 

When I ſpeak of your lordſhip, it is never a digrefli- 
ep, and therefore I need beg no pardon for it; but. 
H 3 take 
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take up Segraic where I left him, and ſhall uſe him 
lefs often than I have occaſion for him. For his pre- 
face is a perfect picce of criticiſm, full and clear, and 
digeſtes into an exact method; mine is looſe, and, as 
I intended it, epiſtolary. Yet I dwell on many things, 
which he durſt not touch : for it is dangerous to of- 
fend an arbitrary maſter; and every patron who has 
the power of Auguſtus, has not his clemency. In 
ſhort, my lord, I would not tranſlate him becauſe I 
would bring you ſomewhat of my own. His notes 
aud obſervations on every book, are of the fame ex- 
cellency ; and tur the fame reaſon I remit the greater 
part. 

He takes no notice that Virgil is arraigned, for pla- 
cing picty betore valour; and making that piety the 
chief character of his hero. I have already ſaid from 
Boſſu, that a poct is not obliged to make his hero a 
virtuous man: therefore neither Homer nor Taſſo are 
to be blamed, for giving what predominant quality 
they plcaſed to their fiſt character. But Virgil, who 
deñgned to form a p<: fot prince, and would inſinu- 
ate, that Auzuſus, whom he calls ZZneas in his po- 
em, was truly ſuch, found bimſelf obliged to make 
Lim without blemiſl:, thoroughly virtuous, and a tho» 
rough virtue both begins and ends in picty. Taſſo, 
without queſtion, obſerved this before me, and there- 
fore ſplit his hero in two: he gave Godfrey piety, and 
Rinaldo fortitude, for their chief qualities or manners. 
Homer, who had choſen another moral, makes both 

to 
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to inſtruct in virtue, by ſhewing the deformity of vice. 
I avoid repetition of what I have faid above. What 
follows is tranated literally from Segrais. 

Virgil bad conſidered, that the great virtues of Au- 
guſtus conſiſted in the perfect art of governing his peo» 
ple, which cauſed him to reign above forty years in 
great felicity. He conſidered that his emperor was 
valiant, civil, popular, cloquent, politic, and religi- 
ous ; he has given all theſe qualities to ZFneas. But 
knowing that picty alone comprchends the whole du- 
ty of man towards the gods, towards his country, 
and towards his relations; he judged that this ought 
to be his ſii ſt character, whom he would {ct for a pat- 
tern of perfection. In reality, they who belicve that 
the praiſes which arife from valour, are ſuperior to 
thoſe which proceed from any other virtue, have not 
conſidered (as they onght) that valour, de!.itute of o- 
ther virtues, cannot render a man worthy of any true 
eſteem. That quality, which ſignifies no more than 
an intrepid courage, may be ſeparated from many o- 
thers which are good, and accompanied with many 
which are ill. A man may be very valiant, and yet 
impious and vicious. But the ſame cannot be ſaid of 
picty, which excludes all ill qualities, and compre- 
bends even valour itſelf, with all other qualities which 
are good, Can we, for example, give the praiſe of 
valour to a man who ſhould fee his gods profancd, 
and ſhould want the courage to defend them? To a 
man who ſhould abandon his father, or deſert his 
king in his laſt neceſſity ? 

Thus 
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Thus far Segrais, in giving the preference to piety, 
before valour. I will now follow him, where be con- 
fiders this valour, or intrepid courage, fingly in itfelf; 
aud this alſo Virgil gives to his Ancas, and that in an 
heroical degree. 

Having firſt concluded, that our poet did for the 
beſt in taking the firſt character of his hero, from that 
eſſential virtue on which the reſt depend, he proceeds 
to tell us, that in the ten years war of Troy, he was 
confidered as the ſecond champion of his country; al- 
lowing Hector the firſt place; and this, even by the 
confeſſion of Homer, who took all occaſions of ſet- 
ting up his own countrymen the Grecians, and of un- 
dervaluing the Trojan chicfs. But Virgil, (whom Se- 
grais forgot to cite) makes Diomede give him a higher 
character for ſtrength and courage. His teſtimony is 
this, in the eleventh book : | 

—— S$tetimus tela aſpera contra, 

Contulimuſque manus : experto credite, quantus 

In clypeum aſſurgat, quo turbine torqueat haſtam. 

Si duo przterea tales Idæa tuliffet 

Terra viros ; ultro Inachias veniſſet ad urbes 

Dardanus, & verſis lugeret Græcia fatis. 

Quicquid apud durz ceſſatum eft mzuia Trojæ, 

Hectoris, Anezque manu victoria Grajum 

Hæſit; & in decumum veſtigia rettulit annum. 

Ambo animis, ambo inſignes præſtantibus armis : 

I give not here my tranſlation of theſe verſes, though 
I think I have not ill ſucceeded in them; becauſe your. 

lordſhip 
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lordſhip is ſo great a maiter of the original, that I have 
no re<afon to deſire you ſhould fee Virgil and me fo 
near together. But you may pleaſe, my lord, to take 
notice, that the Latin author reſines upon the Greek, 
and in ſinuates, that Hoimn-cr had done his hero wrong, 
in giving the advantage of the duel to his own coun» 
trymen ; though Diomedes was manifeſtly the ſecond 
companion of the Grecians ; and Ulyſſes preferred him 
before Aj ux, when he choſe lim for the champion of 
his nightly expedition: for lic had a head-piece of his 
own; and wanted only the fortitude of another, to 
bring him off with ſafety ; and that he —_———— 
his dcfign with honour. 

The French trarflator thus proceeds: they who ac- 
euſe Xneas for want of courage, t ither underitand not 
Virgil, or have read him fligitly ; otherwiſe they would 
not raiſe an objection fo caſy to be anſwered. Here» 
upon he gives ſo many inſtances of the hero's valour, 
that to repeat them after him, would tire your lord» 
ſhip, and put me to the unncesſſary trouble of tran» 
ſeribing the greateft part of the three laſt Eneids. In 
ſhort, more could not be expected from an Amadis, 
a Sir Lancelot, or a whole round table, than he per- 
forms. Proxima quzque mc<tit gladio, is the perfect 
account of a knight-errant, If it be replied, continu» 
ed Segrais, that it was not difficult for him to under- 
take and atchieve ſuch hardy enterprizes, becauſe he 
wore inchanted arms; that accutation, in the firſt 
place, muſt fall on Homer, ere it can reach Virgil. 
is wes as well provided with them as Zncas, 


though 
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though he was invulnerable without them: and Ari» 
oſto, the two Taſſo's, Bernardo, and Torquato, even 
our own Spencer; in a word, all modern poets, have 
copied Homer, as well as Virgil; he is neither the 
firſt nor laſt, but ia the midſt of them; and therefore 
is ſafe, if they are ſo. Who knows, ſays Segrais, but 
that his fated armour was only an allegorical defence, 
and fgnified no more, than that he was under the pe- 
culiar protection of the gods? born, as the aſtrolugers 
will tell us out of Virgil, (who was well vericd in the 
Chaldean myſteries) under the favourable influence of 
Jupiter, Venus, and the Sun. But I need not inſiſt 
on this, becauſe I know you believe not there is 
fuch an art; though not only Horace and Perſius, 
but Auguſtus himſelf thought otherwiſe. But in de» 
fence of Virgil, I dare poſitively ſay, that he has been 
more cautious in this particular, than either his pre- 
deceſſor or his deſcendents. For Zneas was actual- 
ly wounded in the twelfth of the Eneis, though he 
had the ſame god-fmith to forge his arms, as had A- 
chilles. It ſcems he was no warluck, as the Scots 
commoniy call ſuch men, who, they fay, are iron» 
free, or lead-free. Yet after this experiment, that his 
arms were not impenetrable, when he was cured in- 
deed by his mother's help; becauſe he was that day 
to conclude the war by the death of Turnus, the poet 
dur ſt not carry the miracle too far, and reſtore him 
wholly to his former vigour ; he was fill too weak to 
overtake his enemy; yet we ſce with what courage 
be attacks Turnus, when be faces and renews the 
. combat. 
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tombat. I need fay no more, for Virgil defends him- 
ſelf without needing my affiſtance ; and proves his he- 
ro truly to deferve that name. He was not then a ſe- 
cond-rate champion, as they would have him, who 
think tortitude the firſt virtue in a hero. But being 
beaten from this hold, they will not yet allow him to 
be valiant ; becauſe he wept more often, as they think, 
than well becomes a man of courage. 

In the firſt place, if tears are arguments of cowar - 
dice, what ſhall I ſay of Homer's here,? Shall Achilles 
paſs for timoroaus, becauſe he wept. and wept on leſs 
eccaſions than Æneas? Herein Virgil muſt be granted 
to have excclled his maſter. Fer once both hei bes 
are deſcribed, lamenting their loft loves: Briteis was 
taken away by force from the Grecian: Creuſa was 
loſt for ever to her huſband. But Achilles went roar» 
ing along the ſalt-ſea ſhore, and like a booby, was 
complaining to his mother, when he ſhould have re- 
venged his injury by his arms. Eucas took a nobler 
courſe ; for having ſecured his father and ſon. he re- 
peated all his former dangers to have found his wife, 
if ſhe had been above ground. And here your lord- 
ſhip may obſerve the addreſs of Virgil; it was not for 
nothing, that this paſſage was related with all theſe 
tender circumſtances. ZEneas told it: Dido heard it. 
That he had been fo affectionate a huſband, was no ill 
argument to the coming dowager, that he might prove 
as kind to her. Virgil has a thouſand fecret beauties, 
though I have not leiſure to remark them. 
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Segrais on this ſubje& of a hero ſhedding tears, ob- 
ſerves, that hiſtorians commend Alexander for weep» 
ing, when he read the mighity actions of Achilles. 
And Julius C:zfar is like w:fe praiſed, when out of the 
ſa e noble envy, he wept at the victorics of Alexan- 
der. But it we obſerve more cloſcly, we thall find, 
that the tears of Eucas were always on a laudable 
occation. Thus he weeps out of compaſſion, and 
tenderncts of nature, when in the temple of Carthage 
ke bet olds the pures of his friends, who ſacrificed 
their lives im « <tence of their country. He deplores 
the lawentable end of his pilot Palinurus; the un ĩme- 
iy death of young Pallas his confederate ; and the reſt, 
which I omit. Yet even for theſe tears, his wretched 
critics dare con emn him. They make Encas little 
better than a kind of St Swithin-hcro, always raining, 
One of theſe cenſurs is hold enough to arraign him of 
cowardice ; when in the beginning of the firſt book he 
not only weeps, but trembles at an approaching ſtorm. 
Extemplo Encæ folvuntur frigore membra : 
Ingemit, & duplices tendens ad ſy dera palmas, &c. 
But to this I have anſwered formerly, that his fear 
was not for kimfelf, but for his people. And what 
can give a ſovereign a better cummendation, or re- 
commend a hero more to the affetion of the reader? 


They were threatened with a tempeſt, and he wept; 


he was promifed Italy, and therefore he prayed for 
the 2ccompliſhmert of that prumiſe. All this in the 
beginning of a ſtorm, therefore he fhewed the more 
carly piety, and the quicker iſe of compaſſion 

Thus 
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Thus much I have urged elſewhere, in the defence 
of Virgil; and fince I have been informed, by Mr 
Moyl, a young gentleman, whom I can never ſuſſici- 
ently commend, that the ancients accounted drown- 
ing an accuried death. So that if we grant kim to 
have been afraid, he bad juſt occaſion for that fear, 
both in relation to himſelf, and to his ſubjects. I 
think our adverſaries can carry this argument no far- 
ther, unleſs they tell us that he ouglit to have had 
more confidence in the promiſe of the gods : but how 
was ke aſſured that he had underſtood their oracles 
aright ? Helenus might be miſtaken, Phe bus might 
ſpeak doubtfully ; even his mother might flatter him, 
that he might proſecute his voyage, which if it ſuc- 
ceeded happily, he ſhould be the founder of an em- 
pire. For that ſhe herſclf was doubtful of his fortune, 
is apparent by the addreſs ſhe made to Jupiter on his 
behalf. To which the god makes anſwer in theſe 
words: 

Parce metu, Cytherza, manent immota tuorum 
Fata, tibi, &c. 
Notwithitanding which, the goddeſs, though com- 
forted, was not aſſured: for even after this, through 
the courſe of the whole Eneis, ſhe ſtill apprehends 
the intereſt which Juno might make with Jupiter a- 
gainft her ſon. For it was a moot point in heaven, 
whether he could alter fate, or not. And indeed 
fume paſſages in Virgil would make us ſuſpeR, that 
he was of opinion, Jupiter might defer fate, though 
de could not alter it. For in the latter end of the 
Yor. IL x tenth 
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tenth book, he introduces Juno begging for the life 
of Turnus, and flattering her huſband with the pow» 
er of changing deſtiny. Tua qua potes, orfa reſlectas. 
To which he graciouſly anſwers : 
Si mora præſentis lethi, tempuſque caduco 
Oratur Juveni, meque hoc ita ponere ſentis, 
Tolle fuga Tu num, atque inftantibus eripe fatis. 
Hactenus indulſiſſe vacat. Sin altior iſtis 
Sub precibus venia ulla latet, totumque moveri, 
Mutarive putas bellum, ſpes paſcis inancis. 
But that he could not alter thoſe decrees, the king 
of gods himſelf confeſſes, in the book above cited: 
when he comforts Hercules, for the death of Pallas, 


v-ho had invoked his aid beſore he threw his lance at 


Turnus. 

———— Trojz ſub manibus altis, 

Tot nati cecidere Deum ; quin occidit una 

Sarpedon mea progenies: etiam ſua Turnum 

Fata manent, metaſque dati pervenit ad ævi. 

Where he plainly acknowledges, that he could not 
fave his own ſon, or prevent the death which he fore- 
ſaw. Of his power to defer the blow, I once occaſi- 
enally diſcourſed with that excellent perſon Sir Robert 
Howard ; who is better converſant than auy man that 
I know, in the doctrine of the ſtoics, and he ſet me 
right from the concurrent teſtimony of philoſophers 


and poets, that Jupiter could not retard the effects of 
ſate, even for a moment. Fer when I cited Virgil, 
as favouring the contrary opinion in that verſe, 
Tolle fuga Turnum, atque inſtantibus eripe fatis, 
he 
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he replied, and I think with exact judgment, that 
when Jupiter gave Juno leave to withdraw Turnus 
from the preſent danger, it was becauſe he certainly 
foreknew that his fatal hour was not come: that it 
was in deſtiny, for Juno at that time to fave him; and 
that himſelf obeyed deſtiny, in giving her that leave. 

I nced ſay no more in juſtification of our hero's 
courage, and am much deceived, if he ever be attack - 
ed on this fide of his character again. But he is ar- 
raigned with more ſhew of reaſon by the ladies; who 
will make a numerous party againft him, for being 
falſe to love, in forfaking Dido. And I cannot much 
blame them; for to ſay the truth, it is an ill prece- 
dent for their gallants to follow. Yet if I can bring 
him off with fiying colours, they may learn experience 
at her coſt; and for her ſake, avoid a cave, as the 
worſt ſhelter they can chuſe from a ſhower of rain, eſ- 
pecially when they have a lover in their company. 

In the firft place, Segrais obſerves, with much a- 
cuteneſs, that they who blame Eneas for his inſenſi- 
bility of love, when he left Carthage, contradict their 
former accuſation of him, for being always crying, 
compaſſionate, and «< feminately fenſible of thoſe miſ- 
fortunes which befel others. They give him two con- 
trary characters, but Virgil makes him of a piece, al- 
ways grateful, always tender-hearted. But they are 
impudent enough to diſcharge themſelves of this blun- 
der, by laying the contradiction at Virgil's door. He, 
fy they, has ſhewn his hero with theſe inconſiſtent 
characters: acknowledging and ungrateful, compali- 
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onate and hard-hearted ; but at the bottom, fickle 
and ſelſ intereſted. For Dido had not evly received 
his weather-beaten troops before ſhe ſaw him, and gi- 
ven them her protection, but had alſo offered them an 
equal ſhare in her dominion. 

Vultis & his mecum pariter conſidere Regnis ? 
Urbem quam ſtatuo, veſtra eſt —- 

This was an obligation never to be forgotten; and 
the more to be confidered, becauſe antecedent to her 
love. That paſſion, it is true, produced the uſual 
effects of generoſity, gallantry, and care to pleaſe ; 
and thither we refer them. But when ſhe had made 
all theſe advances, it was ſtill in his power to have re» 
fuſed them : after the intrigue of the cave, call it mar- 
riage, or enjoyment only, he was no longer free to 
take or leave ; he had accepted the favour, and was 
obliged to be conſlant, if he would be grateful. 
My lord, I have ſet this argument in the beſt light 
IT can, that the ladies may not think I write booty: 
and perhaps it may happen to me, as it did to Dr 
Cud worth, who has raifed ſuch ſtrong objections a- 
gainſt the being of a God, and Providence, that many 
think he has not anſwered them. You may pleaſe at 
leaſt to hear the adverſe party. Segrais pleads for 
Virgil, that no leſs than an abfolute command from 
Jupiter, could excuſe this inſeuſibility of the hero, 
and this abrupt departure, which looks fo like ex- 
treme ingratitude. But at the fame time, he does 
wiſely to remember you, that Virgil had made piety 
the firſt character of Eneas: and this being allowed, 
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28 T am afra'd it muſt, he was obliged, antecedent to 
all other conſiderations, to ſearch an aſylum for his 
gods in Italy. For thoſe very gods, I ſay, who hal 
promiſed to his race the univerſal empire. Could a 
pious man diſpenſe with the commands of Jupiter, to 
ſatisfy his paſſion ; or take it in the ſtrongeſt ſenſe, ta 
comply with the obligations of bis gratitude ? Religi- 
on, it is true, muſt have moral honeſty for its ground 
wor k, or we ſhall be apt to ſuſpect its truth; but an 
immediate revelution diſpenſes with all duties of mo - 
rality. All caiuiits agree, that theft is a breach of the 
moral law: yet if I mi-ht preſume to mingle things 
ſacred with profane, the Ifraclitcs only ſpoiled the E- 
gyptians, not robbed them; becauſe the property was 
transferred, by a revelation to their Iawgiver. I con- 
fs Dido was a very infidel in this point; for ſhe 
would not belicve, as Virgil makes her iay, that ever 
Jupiter would fend Mercury on ſuch an immoral er- 
rand, But this needs no aiulwer, at leaſt no more 
than Virgil gives it; 

Fata obſtant, placilaſque virt Deus obſtruit aures. 

This notwithſtanding, as Segrais confeſſes, he might 
have ſhewn a little more ſenſibility, when ke left her; 
for that had been according to his character. 

But let Virgil anſwer for himſclf. He ſtill loved 
her, and ſtruggled with his inclinations to obey the 
gods : 

—— Curuma ſub corde premebat, 

Multa gemens, magnoque animura labeſactus amore. 

13 Upon 
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Upon the whole matter, and humanely ſpeaking, I 
doubt there was a fault ſomewhere; and Jupiter is 
better able to bear the blame, than either Virgil or 
Encas. The poct it ſeems had found it out, and 
therefore brings the deferting hero and the forſaken 
lady, to meet together in the lower regions; where 
he excuſes himſelf when it is too late, and according 
ly ſhe will take no fatisfaftion, nor fo much as hear 
him. Now Segrais is forced to abandon his defence, 
and excuſes his author, by ſaying that the ZEneis is 
an imperfect work, and that death prevented the di- 
vine poet from reviewing it; ad for that reaſon he 
had condemned it to the fire; though at the fame 
time, his two tranſlators muſt acknowledge, that the 
fixth book is the moſt correct of the whole Eneis. 
Oh, how convenient is a machine ſometimes in an he» 
roic poem ! This of Mercury is plainly one, and Vir- 
gil was conftrained to uſe it here, or the honeſty of 
his hero would be ill cefended. And the fair ſex, 
however, if they had the deſerter in their power, 
would certainly have ſhewn him no more mercy than 
the Bacchanals did Orpheus, For if too much con- 
ſtancy may be a fault ſometimes, then want of con- 
ſtancy, and ingratitude after the laſt favour, is a crime 
that never will be forgiven. But of machines, more 
in their proper place; where I ſhall ſhew, with how 
much judgment they have been uſed by Virgil: and 
in the mean time, paſs to another article of his de- 
fence, on the preſent ſubje& ; where, if I cannot clear 
the hero, I hope at leaſt to bring off the poet; for 
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here I muſt divide their cauſes. Let Eneas truſt to 
his machine, which will only help to break his fall, 
but the addreſs is incomparable. Plato, who borrow» 
ed ſo much from lomer, and yet concluded for the 
baniſhment of all poets, would at leaft have rewarded 
Virgil, before he fent him into exile. But I go far- 
ther, and fay, that he ought to be acquitted ; and de- 
ſerved. belide the bounty of Auguſtus, and the gra- 
titude of the Roman people. If after this, the ladies 
will ſtand out, let them remember, that the jury is 
not all agreed ; for Octavia was of his party, and was 
of the firſt quality in Rome: ſhe was alſo preſent at 
the reading of the fixth Zneid ; and we know not 
that ſhe condemned Zneas ; but we are ſure ſhe pre- 
ſented the poet, for his admirable elegy on her fon 
Marcellus. 

But let us confider the ſecret reaſons which Virgil 
had, for thus framing this noble epiſode, wherein the 
whole paſſion of love is more exactly deſcribed, than 
in any other poet: love was the theme of his fourth 
book; and though it is the ſhorteſt of the whole E- 
neis, yet there he has given its beginning, its progreſs, 
its traverſes, and its concluſion: and had exhauſted 
ſo entirely this ſubje&, that he could reſume it but 
very ſlightly in the eight enſuing books. 

She was warmed with the graceful appearance of the 
hero, ſhe ſmothered thoſe ſparkles out of decency, 
but converſation blew them up into a flame. Then 
ſhe was forced to make a confident of her, whom ſhe 
beſt might truſt, her owa ſiſter, who approves the 
paſſion, 
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paſſion, and thereby augments it; then ſucceeds her 
public owning it ; and after that, the conſummation. 
Of Venus and Juno, Jupiter and Mercury, I fay no- 
thing, for they were all machining work: but poſſe 
fion having couled his love, as it increaſed her's, ſhe 
ſoon perceived the change, or at leaſt grew ſuſpicious 
of a change: this ſuſpicion ſoon turned to jealouſy, 
and jealouſy to rage; then ſhe diſlains and threatens, 
and again is humble, and intreats : and nothing avail- 
ing, deſpairs, curſes, and at laſt becomes her own ex- 
ecutioner. See here the whole proceſs of that paſſion, 
to which nothing can be added. I dare go no farther 
leſt I ſhould loſe the connection of my diſcourſe. 

To love our native country, and to ftudy its bene» 
fit and its glory, to be intereſted in its concerns, is 
natural to all men, and is indeed our common duty. 
A poet makes a farther ſtep; for endeavouring to do 
honour to it, it is allowable in him even to be partial 
in its cauſe : for he is not tied to truth, or fettered 
by the laws of hiſtory. Homer and Taſſo are juſtly 
praiſed, for chuſing their heroes out of Greece and 
Italy. Virgil indeed made his a Trojan, but it was to 
derive the Romans and his own Auguſtus from him; 
but all the three pocts are manifeſtly partial to their 
heroes, in favour of their country: for Dares Phrygi · 
us reports of Hector, that he was lain cowardly ; - 
neas, according to the beſt account, flew not Mezen- 
tius, but was ſlain by him: and the Chronicles of Italy 
tell us lictle of that Rinaldo d' Eſte, who conquers Je- 
ruſalem in Taſſo. He might be a champion of the 
church; 
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church; but we know not that he was ſo much as 
preſent at the fiege. To apply this to Virgil, be 
thought himſelf engaged in honour to eſpouſe the 
cauſe and quarrel of his country againſt Carthage. 
He knew he could not pleaſe the Romans better, or 
oblige them more to patronize his poem, than by diſ- 
gracing the foundreſs of that city, He ſhews her un- 
grateful to the memory cf her firſt huſband, Coating 
on a ſtranger; enjoyed, and afterwards forſaken by 
him. This was the original, ſ:ys ke, of the immor- 
tal hatred betwixt tlc two rival nations. It is true he 
colours the falſhood of cas by an expreſs command 
from Jupiter, to forſake the queen, who hath obliged 
him: but he knew the Romans were to be his readers, 
and them he bribed, p<ruaps at the expence of the 
hero's honeſty, but Le gained his cauſe Lowevery as 
pleading before corrupt ju gr. They were content 
to ſec their founc er falſ to love, for fill ke had the 
advantage of the amour: it was their enemy whom 
he forſook, and fre might have forſaken him, if he 
had not got the ſtart of her; ſhe had already ſorgot - 
ten her vows to her Sichæus: and varium & mutabile 
ſemper femina, is the ſharpeſt ſatire in the feweſt 
words that ever was made on womankind ; for both 
the adjcQives are neuter, and animal muſt be under- 
Rood, to make them grammar. Virgil does well to 
put thoſe words into the mouth of Mercury : If a god 
had not ſpoken them, neither durſt he have written 
them, nor I tranſlated them. Yet the deity was for- 
eed to come twice on the fame errand; and the fe» 
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cond time, as much a hero as Xneas was, he frighted 
him. It ſeems he feared not Jupiter ſo much as Di- 
do. For your lordſhip may obſerve, that as much 
intent as he was upon his voyage, yet he {till delayed 
it, until the meſſenger was obliged to tell him plainly, 
that if he weighed not anchor in the night, the queen 
would be with him in the morning. Notumque fu- 
rens quid femina poſſit; ſhe was injured, ſhe was re- 
vengeful, ſhe was powerful. The poet had likewiſe 
before hinted, that the people were naturally per ſidi- 
cus: for he gives their character in the queen, and 
makes a proverb of Punica fdes, many ages before it 
was invented. 

Thus I hope, my lord, that I have made good my 
promiſe, and juſtified the poet whatever becomes of 
the faiſe knight. Ard fare a poct is as much privile- 
ged to lie, 23 an z=baT:dor, for the honour and in- 
tereſt of his country; at lea% as Sir Henry Wotton 
has defined. 

This naturally leads me to the defence of the fa- 
mous anachroniſm, in making Zneas and Dido co- 
temporaries. For it is certain that the hero lived al 
moſt two kundred years before the building of Car- 
thage. One who imitates Bocaline, ſays that Virgil 
was accuſed before Apollo for this error. The god 
ſoon found that he was not able to defend his favou- 
rite by reaſon, for the caſe was clear: he therefore 
gave this middle ſentence ;z that any thing might be 
allowed to his fon Virgil, on the account of his other 
merits; that being a monarch, he had a diſpenſing 
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power, and pardoned him. But that this ſpecial act 
of grace might never be drawn into example, or plead- 
ed by his puny ſucceſſors in juſtification of their igno- 
trance; he decretd for the future, no poct ſhould pre- 
ſume to make a lady die for love two hundred years 
before her birth. To moralize this tory, Virgil is 
the Apollo, who has this diſpenſing power. His great 
judgment malle the laws of poetry, but he never made 
himſelf a Nlave to them: chronology at beſt is but a 
cobweb-law, and he broke through it with his weight. 
They who will imitate him wiſcly, muſt chuſe, as he 
did, an obſcure and a remote tra, where they may 
invent at pleaſure, and not be eaſily contradicted. 
Neither he, nor the Romans, had ever read the Bible, 
by which only his falſe computation of times can be 
made out againſt kim. This Scgrais ſays in his de- 
fence, and proves it from his learned friend Bochar- 
tus, whoſe letter on this ſubje& he has printed at the 
end of the fourth ZEneid, to which I refer your lord- 
ſhip and the reader. Yet the credit of Virgil was fo 
great, that he made this fable of his own invention 
paſs for an authentic hiſtory or at leaſt as credible 
as any thing in Homer. Ovid takes it up after kim, 
even in the fame age, and makes an ancient heroine 
of Virgil's new created Dido; dictates a letter for ker 
juſt before her death, to the ingratcſul fugitive ; and 
very unluckily for himſelf, is for meaſuring a ſword 
with a man ſo much ſuperior in force to him on the 
fame ſubject. I think I may be judge of this, becauſe 
I have tranſlated both. The famous author of the 
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Art of Love has nothing of his own, he borrows all 
from a greater maſter in his own profeſſion ; and, 
which is worſe, improves nothing which he finds, 
Nature fails him, and being forced to his old ſhift, he 
has recourſe to witiciſm. This paſſes indeed with his 
foft admirers, and gives him the preference to Virgil, 
in their eſteem. But let them like for themſelves, and 
not preſcribe to others; for our author needs not 
their a.[lmiration. 
The motives that induced Virgil to coin this fable, 
I have ſhewed already; and have alſo begun to ſhew 
that he might make this anachroniſm. by ſuperceding 
the mechanic rules of poctry, for the ſfime reaſon, 
that a monarch may diſpenſe with, or ſuſpend his own 
laws when he finds it neceſſary fo to do; eſpecially if 
thofe laws are not altogether fundamental. Nothing 
is to be called a fault in poetry, ſiys Ariſtotle, but 
what is againſt the art, therefore a man may be an ad» 
mirable poet, without being an exact chronologer. 
Shall we dare, continues Segrais, to condemn Virgil, 
for having made a fiction againſt the order of time, 
when we commend Ovid and other poets who have 
made many of their fictions againſt the order of na- 
ture? For what are the ſplendid miracles of the Meta- 
morpheſes ? Yet theſe arc beautiful as they are related, 
and have alto deep learning and iſtructive mythologies 
couched under then: but to gire, as Virgil does in 
this epiſode, the original cauſe of the long wars be- 
twixt Rome and Cirthage, to draw truth out of fic> 
tion, aſter fo provitle a manner, with ſo much beau- 
ty, 
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ty, and ſo much for the honour of his country, was 
proper only to the divine wit of Maro; and Taſfo, in 
one of his diſcourſes, admires him for this particular- 
ly. It is not lawful, indeed, to contradi& a point of 
hiſtory, which is known to all the world; as for ex- 
ample, to make Hannibal and Scipio contemporaries 
with Alexander; but ia the dark receſſes of antiquity, 
a great poet may and ought to feign ſuch things as he 
finds not there, if they can be brought to embelliſa 
that ſubject which he treats. On the other fide, the 
pains and dil:gence of ill poets is but thrown away, 
when they want the genius to invent and feign agree- 
ably. But if the fictions be delightful (which they al- 
ways are, if they be natural) if they be of a piece; if 
the beginning, the middle, and the end be in their 
due places and artfully united to each other, ſuch 
works can never fail of their deſerved ſucceſs. And 
ſuch is Virgil's epiſode of Dido and Zneas; where 
the ſoureſt critic muſt acknowledge, that if he had 
deprived his ÆEneis of fo great an ornament, becauſe 
he found no traces of it in antiquity, he had avoided 
their unjuſt cenſure, but bad wanted one of the great- 
eſt beauties of his poem. I ſhall ſay more of this in 
the next article of their charge againſt him, which is, 
want of invention. In the mean time I may affirm in 
honour of this epiſode, that is not only now eſteem- 
ed the moſt pleating entertainment of the Æneis, but 
was fo accounted in his own age; and before it was 
mellowed irto that reputation, which time has given 
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it, for which I need produce no other teſtimony thay 
that of Ovid, his contemporary. 

Nec pars ulla magis legitur de corpore toto, 


Quam non legitimo fœdere junctus amor. 

Where, by the way, you may obſcrve, my lord, 
that Ovid in thoſe words, Non legitimo feœdere junc> 
tus amor, will by no means allow it to be a lawful 
marriage betwixt Dido and Eneas: he was in baniſh- 
ment when he wrote thoſe verſes, which I cite from 
his letter to Auguſtus: You, Sir, faith he, have ſent 
me into exile for writing my Art of Love, and my 
wanton elegies ; yet your own poet was happy in your 
good graces, though he brought Dido and Æneas in- 
to a cave, and left them there not over-honeſtly toge» 
ther: may I be fo bold to aſk your majeſty, is it a 
greater fault to teach the art of unlawful love, than 
to ſhew it in the action? But was Ovid the court-poet 
ſo bad a courtier, as to find no other plea to excuſe 
himſelf, than by a plain accuſation of his maſter? 
Virgil confeſſed it was a lawful marriage betwixt the 
lovers, that Juno the goddeſs of matrimony had rati- 
fied it by her preſence, for it was her buſineſs to bring 
matters to that iſſue : that the ceremonics were ſhort 
we may believe, for Dido was not only amorous, but 
a widow. Mercury himſelf, though employed on a 
quite contrary errand, yet owns it a marriage by an 
He calls Eneas not only a huſband, but upbraids him 
for being a fond huſband, as the word uxorius im- 
plies. Now mark a little, if your lordſhip _ 
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why Virgil is ſo much concerned to make this marri- 
age, (for he ſeems to be the father of the bride him- 
ſelf, and to give her to the bridegroom) it was to make 
way for the divorce which he intended afterwards, for 
he was a finer flatterer than Ovid: and I more than 
conjecture, that he had in his eye the divorce, which 
not long before had paſſed betwixt the emperor and 
S$cribonia. He drew this dimple in the cheek of - 
neas, to prove Auguſtus of the ſame family, by ſo re- 
markable a feature in the fame place. Thus, as we 
fay in our homeſpun Engliſh proverb, he killed two 
birds with one ſtone ; pleaſed the emperor by giving 
him the reſemblance of his anceſtor, and gave him 
fuch a reſemblance as was not ſcandalous in that age. 
For to leave one wife and take another, was but a 
matter of gallantry at that time of day among the Ro- 
mans. Neque hc in. ſœdera veni, is the very excuſe 
which Eneas makes when he leaves his lady. I made 
no ſuch bargain with you at our marriage, to live always 
drudging on at Carthage ; my butincſs was Italy; and 
I never made a ſecret of it. If I took my plcaſure, 
had not you your ſhare of it? I leave you free at my de- 
parture to comfort yourſelf with the next ſtranger who 
happens to be ſhipwrecked on your coaſt : be as kind 
an hoſteſo as you have been to me, and you can never 
fail of another huſband. In the mean time I call the 
guds to witneſs that I leave your ſhore unwillingly, 
for though Juno mad: the marriage, yet Jupiter com- 
mands me to furſake you. This is the effet of wit 
he ſaith, when it is diſhonoured out of Latin verſe, 
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into Engliſh proſe. If the poet argued not aright, we 
muſt pardon him for a poor blind heathen, who knew 
no better morals. 

I have detained your lordſhip longer than I intend- 
ed on this objection, which would indeed weigh ſome» 
thing in a ſpiritual court ; but I am not to defend our 
poet there. The next I think is but a cavil, though 
the cry is great againſt him, and hath continued from 
the time of Macrubius to this preſent age ; I hinted it 
before. They lay no lefs than want of invention to 
his charge: a capital crime, I muſt acknowledge; for 
a poet is a maker, as the word fignifics; and he who 
cannot make, that is, invent, hath his name for no- 
thing. That which makes this accuſation look fo 
Krange at the firſt ſight, is, that he has borrowed fo 
many things from Homer. Apolloaius Rhodius, and 
others who preceded him. But in the firſt place, if 
invention is to be taken in fo ſtrict a ſenſe, that the 
matter of a poem muſt be wholly new, and that in all 
its parts ; then Scaliger hath made out, faith Segrais, 
that the hiſtory of Troy was no more the invention of 
Homer, than of Virgil. There was not an old woman, 
cr almoſt a child, but had it in their mouths before the 
Greek poet or his friends digeſted it into this admirable 
order in which we read it. At this rate, as Solomon 
hath told us, there is nothing new beneath the ſun. 
Who then can paſs for an inventor, if ll1omer, as well 
as Virgil, muſt be deprived of that glory? Is Verſailles 
the leſs a new building, becauſe the architect of that 
palace hath imitated others which were built before 
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it? Walls, doors and windows, apartments, offices, 
roms of convenience and magnificence, are in all 
great houſ-s. So deſcriptions, figures, fablcs, and the 
weft, muſt be in all heroic poems; they are the com- 
mon materials of poetry, furniſhed from the maga- 
zine of nature; every poet hath as much right to them 
as every man hath to air or water. Quid prohibetis 
aquas? uſus communus aquarum eſt. But the argu- 
ment of the work, that is to ſay, its principal ation, 
the economy and diſpoſition of it; theſe are the things 
who borrows nothing from others, is yet to be born; 
he and the Jews Meſſias will come together. There 
are parts of the Eneis which reſemble fome parts 
both of the Ilias and of the Odyſſes: as for example, 
Eneas deſcended into hell, and Ulyſſes had been there 
before him: Eneas loved Dido, and Ulyſſes loved 
Calypſo: in few words, Virgil bath imitated Homer's 
Odyſſes in his firſt fix books, and in his fix laſt the I- 
lias. But from hence can we infer, that the two po- 
ets write the ſame hiſtory ? Is there no invention in 
fome other parts of Virgil's Zneis? The diſpoſition 
of ſo many various matters, is not that his own? From 
what book of Homer had Virgil his epiſode of Niſus 
and Oryalus, of Mezentius and Lauſus? From whence 
did he borrow his defign of bringing Æneas into italy? 
of eſtabliſhing the Roman empire on the foundations 
of a Trojan colony : to fay nothing of the honour he 
did his patron, not only in his deſcent from Venus, 
but in making him ſo like her in his beſt features, that 
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the goddeſs might have miſtaken Auguſtus for her ſon, 
He had indeed the ftory from common fame, as Ho- 
mer had his from the Egyptian priefteſs. Zneadum 
Geneti ix was no more unknown to Lucretius than to 
him. But Lucretius taught him not to form his hero; 
to give him piety or valour for his manners: and both 
in fo eminent a degree, that having done what was 
poſſible for man to ſave his king and country; his mo- 
ther was forced to appear to him and reſtrain his fury, 
w hich hurried him to death in their revenge. But the 
poct made his piety more ſucceſsful ; he brought of 
his father and his fon; and his gods witneſſed to his 
to be replaced by him, in their promiſed Italy. Nei- 
ther the invention, nor the conduct of this great action 
were owing to Homer, or any other poet. It is one 
thing to copy, and another thing to imitate from na- 
ture. The copier is that ſervile imitator to whom 
Horace gives no better a name than that of aniwal ; he 
will not ſo much as allow him to be a man. Raphael 
imitated nature; they who copy one of Raphael's pie- 
ers, imitate but him, for his work is theiroriginal. They 
tranſlate him as 1 do Virgil, and fall as ſhort of him as [ 
cf Virgil. There is a kind of invention in the imitation 
of Raphael: for though the thing was in nature, yet the 
idea of it was his own. Ulyſſes travelled, fo did - 
neas ; but neither of them were the firſt travellers: for 
Cain went into the land of Nod before they were born, 
and neither of the poets ever heard of ſuch a man. If 
Ulyſſes bad been killed at Troy, yet Eneas muſt have 
- your 
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gone to the ſea, or he could never have arrived in Ita- 
ly. But the defigns of the two poets were as differ- 
ent as the courſes of their heroes; one went home, 
and the other ſought a home. To return to my firſt 
fimilitude : Suppoſe Apelles and Raphael had cach of 
them painted a burning Troy, might not the modern 
painter have ſucceeded as well as the ancient, though 
neither of them had feen the town on fire? For the 
draughts of both were taken from the ideas which 
they had of nature. Cities have been burnt before ei- 
ther of them were in being. But to cloſe the fimile 
as I began it, they would not have deſigned it after 
the ſame manner: Apelles would have diftinguiſhed 
Pyrrhus from the reſt of all the Grecians, and ſhewed 
him forcing his entrance into Priam's palace; there he 
bad ſet him in the faireſt light, and given him the chief 
place of all his figures, becauſe he was a Grecian, and 
he would do honour to his country. Raphael, who 
was an Italian, and deſcended from the Trojans, would 
have made ZAneas the hero of his piece; and perhaps 
not with his father on his back ; his fon in one hand, 
his bundle of gods in the other, and his wife fullow- 
ing, (for an act of piety is not half fo graceful in 2 
picture as an act of courage :) he would have rather 
drawn him killing Androgeus, or fome other, hand to 
band, and the blaze of the fires ſhould have darted 
full upon his face to make him conſpicuous amongſt 
his Trojans. This I think is a juſt compariſon be- 
twixt the two poets in the conduct of their ſeveral de- 
ligns. Virgil cannot be ſaid to copy Homer; the 
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Grecian had only the advantage of writing firſt. If it 
be urged, that | have granted a reſemblance in ſome 
parts, yet therein Virgil has excelled him. For what 
are the tears of Calypſo for being left, to the fury and 
death of Dido? Where is there the whole proceſs of 
her paſſion, and all its violent effects to be found in 
the languiſhing epifode of the Odyſſes? If this be a 
copy, let the critics ſhew us the fame diſpoſition, fea- 
tures, or colouring in their original. The like may be 
faid of the deſcent to hell, which was not of Homer's 
invention neither ; he had it from the ſtory of Orphe- 
us and Eurydice. But to what end did Ulyſſes make 
that journey? Zneas undertook it by the expreſs 
commandment of his father's ghoſt : there he was to 
ſhew him all the ſucceeding heroes of his race; and 
next to Romulus, (mark, if you pleaſe, the addreſs of 
Virgil) his own patron Auguſtus Czfar. Anchiſes was 
likewiſe to inftrut him, how to manage the Italian 
war, and how to conclude it with his honour, that is, 
in other words, to lay the foundations of that empire 
which Auguſtus was to govern. This is the noble in- 
vention of our author; but it hath been copied by ſo 
many fign-poſt daubers, that now it is grown fulſome, 
rather by their want of ſkill than by commonneſs. 
In the laſt place I may ſafely grant, that by reading 
Homer, Virgil was taught to imitate his invention ; 
that is, to imitate like him : which is no more than if 
a painter ſtudied Raphael, that he might learn to de- 
fign after his manner. And thus I might imitate Vir- 
gil, if I were capable of writing an heroic poem, and 
yet 
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yet the invention be my own: but I ſhould endeavour 
to avoid a ſervile copying. I would not give the fame 
ſtory under other names, with the ſame characters, in 
the ſame order, and with the ſame ſequel; for every 
common reader to find me out at the firſt fight for a 
plagiary, and cry, This f read before in Virgil, in a 
better language, and in better verſe. This is like 
Merry- Andrew on the low rope, copying lubberly the 
ſame tricks, which his maſter is ſo dextrouſly perfor» 
ming on the high. 

I will trouble your lordſhip but with one objection 
more, which know not whether found in Le Fevre 
or Valais, but I am fure I have read it in another 
French critic, whom I will not name, becauſe I think 
it is not much for his reputation. Virgil, in the heat 
of action, ſuppoſe for example, in deſcribing the fury 
of his hero in a battle, when he is endeavouring to 
raiſe our concernments to the higheſt pitch, turns 
ſhort on the ſudden into ſome fimilitude, which di- 
verts, ſay they, your attention from the main ſubject, 
and miſpends it on ſCme trivial image. He pours 
cold water into the cauldron, when his buſineſs is to 
make it boil. 

This accuſation is general againſt all who would be 
thought heroic poets ; but I think it touches Virgil 
lefs than any. He is too great a maſter of his art, to 
make 2 blot which may ſo eafily be hit. Similitudes, 
as I have id, are not for tragedy, which is all vio- 
lent, and where the paſſions are in a perpetual fer- 
ment; for there they deaden where they ſhould ani- 

mate; 


ers DEDICATION. 
mate; they are not of the nature of dialogue unleſs 
in comedy: a metaphor is almoſt all the ftage can ſuf- 
fer, which is a kind of fimilitude comprehended in a 
word. But this figure has a contrary effe@ in heruie 
poetry; there it is employed to raiſe the admiration, 
which is its proper bufineſs. And admiration is not 
of ſo violent a nature as fear or hope, compaſſion or 
horror, or any concerament we can have for ſuch or 
ſuch a perſon on the ſtage. Not but I confeſs that 
fimilitudes and deſcriptions, when drawn into an un- 
reaſonable levgth, muſt needs nauſeate the reader. 
Once, I remember, and but once, Virgil makes a fi- 
militude of fourteen lines; and his deſcription of 
Fame is about the ſame number. He is blamed for 
both, and I doubt not but he would have contracted 
them, had he lived to have reviewed his work : but 
faults are no precedents. This I have obſerved of his 
fimilitudes in general, that they are not placed, as our 
unobſerviag critics tell us, in the heat of any action; 
but commonly in its declining, when he has warmed 
us in his deſcription, as much as poſſible he can ; then, 
leſt that warmth ſhould languiſh, he renews it by ſume 
apt fimilitude, which illuſtrates his ſuhject. and yet 
palls not his audience. I need give your lordſhip but 
one example of this kind. and leave the reſt to your 
obſcrvation, when next you review the whole Eneis in 
the original, unblemiſhed by my rude tranſſ ition. It 
is in the firſt book, where the poet deſcribes Neptune 
compoſing the ocean, on which Aolus had raiſed a 
chidden 
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mands of their uſurping maſter : he had warned them 
from the ſeas: he had beaten down the billows with 
his mace ; difpelled the clouds, reſtored the ſun- 
ſhine, while Triton and Cymothoe were heaving the 
ſhips from off the quick · ſands; before the poet would 
offer at a ſimilitude for illuſtration. 

Ac, veluti magno in populo cum ſœpe coorta eſt 
Jamque faces, & ſaxa volant, furor arma miniſtrat ; 
Tum pietate gravem, ac meritis fi forte virum quem 
Conſpexere, ſilent. arrectiſque auribus adftant : 
We regit dictis animos, & pectora mulcet : 
Sic cunctus pelagi accidit fragor, æquora poſtquam 
Pr oſpiciens genitor, cœloque invectus aperto 
Fle ctit equos, curruque volans dat lora ſecundo. 
This is the firſt ſimilitude which Virgil makes in 
this poem, and one of the longeſt in the whole ; for 
which reaſon I the rather cite it. While the ſtorm 
was in its fury, any allufion had been improper ; for 
the poet could have compared it to nothing more im- 
petuous than itſelf ; conſequently he conld have made 
no illuſtration. If he could have illuſtrated, it had 
been an ambitious ornament out of ſeaſon, and would 
have diverted our concernment : Nunc, non erat his 
Locus ; and therefore he deferred it to its proper place. 
Theſe are the criticiſns of moſt moment which have 
deen made againſt the Æneis, by the ancients or mo- 
er that paſſage, Macrobius and Pontanus have an- 
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fwered them already. If I defired to appear more 
learned than I am, it had been a» eafy for me to have 
taken their objeftions and folutions, as it is for a 
country pat ſon to take the expoſitions of the fathery 
out of Junius and Tremellius. Or not to have named 
the authors from whence I had them: for ſo Ruzus, 
otherwiſe a moſt judicious commentator on Virgil's 
works, has uſed Pontanus, his greateſt bene factor, of 
whom he is very filent, and I do not remember that 
be once cites him. | 

What follows next is no objection, for that implies 
a fault; and it had been none in Virgil if he had er- 
tended the time of his action beyond a year. At leaſt 
Ariſtotle has fet no preciſe limits to it. Homer's, we 
know, was within two months; Taffo, I am ſure. ex- 
ceeds not a ſummer z and if I examined him perhaps 
be might be reduced into a much leſs compaſs. Bo- 
fu leaves it doubtful whether Virgil's actions were wi- 
thin the year, or took up ſome months beyond it. 
Indeed the whole ditpute is of no more concernment 
to the common reader, than it is to a ploughman, 
whether February this year had 28 or 29 days in it. 
But for the ſatisfaction of the more curious, of which 
number | am fure your lordſhip is one; I will tran 
late what I think convenient out of Segrais, whom 
perhaps you have not read: for he has made it high- 
ly probable, that the action of the ZAncis began in the 
ſpring, and was not extended beyond the autumn. 
And we have bnown compatgns that hove began Gam 
er, and have ended later. 
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Ronſard and the ret whom Segrais names, who are 

of opinion that the action of this poem takes up al- 
moſt a year and a half; ground their calculation thus: 
Anchiſes died in Sicily at the end of winter, or begin- 
ning of the ſpring. Eneas, immediately aſter the in- 
terment of his father, puts to fea for Italy. He is 
furpriſed by the tempeſt deſcribed in the beginning of 
the firſt book; and there it is that the ſcene of the 
poem opens; and where the ation muſt commence. 
He is driven by this form on the coaſts of Afric : he 
ſtays at Carthage all that ſummer, and almoſt all the 
winter following. fets fail again for Italy juſt be fore 
the beginning of the ſpring, meets with contrary 
winds, and makes Sicily the ſecond time ; this part of 
the action compleats the year. Then he cclebrates 
the anniverſary of his father's funeral, and ſhortly af- 
ter arrives at Cumæ, and from thence his time is ta- 
ken up in his firſt treaty with Latinus ; the overture 
of the war, the ſiege of his camp by Turnus, his go» 
ing for ſuccours to relieve it, his return, the raiſing 
of the fiege by the firſt battle, the twelve days truce, 
the ſecond battle, the aſſault of Laurcatum, and the 
fingle fight with Turnus; all which, they fay, cannot 
take up lefs than four or five months more; by which 
account we cannot ſuppoſe the entire action to be con- 
tained in a much leſs compaſs than a year and a half. 
Segrais reckons another way; and his computation 

is not condemned by the learned Ruzus, who com- 
piled a d publiſked the commentaries on our poet, 
which we call the Dauphin's Virgil. 
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He allows the time of the year when Anchifcs & d 
to be in the latter end of winter, or the beginning of 
the ſpring ; he acknowledges that when Æucas is firſt 
ſeen at fra afterwards, and 's driven by the tempeſt 
on the coaſt of Afric, is the time when the action is 
naturally to begin: he confeſſes farther, that Encas 
left Carthage in the latter end of winter; for Dido 
tells him in expreſs terms, as an argument for his 
longer flay, | 

Quinetiam hyberno moliris ſydere claſſem. 

But whereas Rondſardꝰs followers ſuppoſe that when 
ETneas had buried his father he ſet ſail immediately for 
Italy, (though the tempeſt drove him on the coaſt of 
Carthage) Segrais will by no means allow that ſuppoſi- 
tion; but thinks it much more probable, that he remain- 
ed in Sicily till the midſt of July or the beginning of Au- 
guſt; at which time he places the firſt appearance of his 
hero on the ſea; and there opens the action of the poem. 
From which beginning to the death of Turnus, which 
concludes the action. there nerd not be ſuppoſed a- 
dove ten months of intermediate time: for arriving at 
Carthage in the latter end of ſummer, ſtaying there 
the winter following, departing thence in the very be- 
gianing of the ſpring, making a ſhort abode in Sicily 
the ſecond time, landing in Italy, and making the 
war, may be reaſonably judged the buſineſs but of 
ten months. To this the Ronſardians reply, that ha- 
ving been for ſeven years before in queſt of Italy, and 
having no more to do in Sicily than to inter his fa- 
ther ; after that office was performed, what remained 

| for 
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for him, but, without delay, to purſue his firſt ac» 
venture? To which Segrais anſwers, that the obſe- 
quies of his father, according to the rites of the 
Greeks and Romans, would detain him for many 
days: that a longer time muſt be taken up in the re- 
fitting of his ſhips, after fo tedious a voyage; and in 
coaſt. Theſe indeed are but ſuppoſit ions on both 
fides, yet thoſe of Segrais ſcem better grounded. For 
the feaſt of Dido, when ſhe entertained Eucas firſt, 
has the appearance of a ſummer's night, which ſeems 
already almoſt ended, when he begins his ſtory ; there - 
fore the love was made in autumn ; the hunting fol- 
lowed properly, when the heats of that ſcorching 
country were declining : the win er was paſſed in 
jollity, as the ſeaſon and their love required; and he 
left her in the latter end of winter, as is already pro- 
ved. This opinion is fortified by the arrival of Anc- 
as at the mouth of Tiber, which marks the ſeaſon of 
the ſpring ; that feafon being perfectly de ſeribed by 
the linging of the birds, ſaluting the dawn, and by the 
beauty of the place, which the poet ſcems to have 
painted expreſsly in the ſeventh Tneid: 

Aurora in roſcis fulgebat lutea bigis, 

Cum venti poſuere; variz circumque, ſupt aque 

Aſſuetz ripis volucres, & fluminis alveo, 

Ethera mulcebant cantu.——— 

The remainder of the action required but three 
months more: for when ZEneas went for ſuc our to 
the Tuſcans, he found their army in a readineſs to 
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march, and warting only a commander ; fo that ac» 
cording to this calculation the Æneis takes not up a- 
Love a year complete, aud may be comprehended in 
leſs ec mpaſs. 

This, amongſt other circumfances, treated more 
at large by Segrais, agrees with the ring of Orion, 
which cauſed the tempeſt, deſcribed in the beginning 
ot the firſt book. By ſome paſſages in the Paſtorals, 
but more particularly in the Georgics, our poet is 
found to be an exact aſtronomer, according to the 
knowledge of that age. Now Ilioneus (whom Virgil 
twice employs in embaſſies, as the beſt ſpeaker of the 
Trcjans) attzibutes that tempeſt to Orion in his ſpeech 
to Dido, 

Cum ſubito aTurgens fluctu nimboſus Orion. 

He wuſt mean either the heliacal or achronical rifing 
of that ſign. The kcliacal rifing of a conſtellation, is 
when it comes from under the rays of the fun, and 
begins to appear before day-light. The achronical 
riſing, on the contrary, is when it appears at the cloſe 
of the Cay, and in oppoſition of the ſun's diurnal 
courſe. 

Ihe heliacal riſing of Orion. is at preſent computed 
to be about the ſixth of July; and about that time it 
is. that he cither cauſes, or preſages tempeſts on the 
Cas. 

Segrais has obſerved farther, that when Anna coun- 
ſels Dido to ſtay ZZneas during winter; ſhe ſpeaks al- 
fo of Orion. 

Dura pclago dcſævit hyems, & aquoſus Orion. 
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If therefore llioneus, according to our ſuppoſition, 
under ſland the beliacal rifing of Orion: Anna mult 
mean the achronical, which the dificrent epithets. 
given to that conſtellation ſeem to manifeſt. li- 
oneus calls kim nimboſus: Anna, aquoſus. He is 
tempeſtuous in the ſummer when he riſes heliacali'y, 
and rainy in the winter when he riſes achronicaily. 
Your lordſhip will pardon me for the frequent repe- 
tition of theſe cant words; which I could not avoid 
in this abbreviation of Segrais; who I think deſerves 
po little commendation in this new criticiſm. I have 
yet a word or two to ſay of Virgil's machines, from 
my own obſervation of them. He has imitated thoſe 
of Homer, but not copied them. It was eſtabliſhed 
long before this time, in the Roman religion as well 
as in the Greek, that there were gods; and both na- 
tions, for the moſt part, worſhipped the ſame deities; 
as did alſo the Trojans: from whom tle Romans, I 
ſuppoſe, would rather be thought to derive the rites 
of their religion, than from the Grecians; becauſe 
they thought themſelves deſcended from them. Each 
of thoſe gods had his proper office, and the chief of 
them their particular attendants. Thus Jupiter had 
in propriety, Ganymede and Mercury; and Juno had 
Iris. It was not for Virgil then to create new miniſ- 
ters: he muſt take what he found in his religion. It 
cannot therefore be ſaid that he borrowed them from 
Homer, any more than Apollo, Diana, and the reſt, 
whom he uſcs as he finds occaſion for them, as the 
Grecian poet did: but ke invents the occaſions for 
L 3 which 
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which he uſes them. Venus, after the deſtruction of 
Troy, had gained Neptune entirely to her party; 
therefore we find him buſy in the beginning of the 
#neis, to calm the tempeſt raiſed by Aolus, and af- 
terwards conduQing the Trojan fleet to Cumæ in ſafe- 
ty with the loſs only of their pilot; for whom he bar- 
gains. I name thofe two examples, amongſt a hund- 
red which I omit, to prove that Virgil, generally 
fpeaking, employed his machines in performing thoſe 
things which might poſſibly have been done without 
them. What more frequent than a ſtorm at fea, u- 
pon the riſing of Orion? what wonder, if amongſt ſo 
many ſhips there ſhould one be overfet, which was 
commanded by Orontes ; though half the winds had 
not been there, which /Eolus employed? Might not Pa- 
linurus, without a miracle, fall allet p, and crop into 
the fea, having been over wearied with watching, and 
ſecure of a quiet paige, by his obſervation of the 
ſkies; at leaſt Eneas, who knew nothing of the ma- 
chine of Somnus, takes it plainly in this ſenſe : 

O nimium cœlo & pelago confife frreno, 

Nudus in ignota Palinure jacebis arena. 

But mackincs ſometimes are fpecious things to a» 
muſe the reader, and give a colour of probability to 
things otherwiſe incredible. And befides, it foothed 
the vanity of the Romans, to ind the gods fo viſibly 
concerned in all the actious of their predeceſſors. We 
who are better taught by our religion, yet own every 
wonderful accident which befals us for the beſt, to be 
brought to paſs by ſome *pecial providence of almighty 

God; 
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God; and by the care of guardian angels: and from 
kence I might infer, that no heroic poem can be writ 
on the Epicurean principles Which I could eafily 
demonſtrate, if there were nced to prove it, or I had 
leiſure. 

When Venus opens the eyes of her fon ZEneas, to 
behold the gods who combated againſt Troy in that 
fatal night when it was ſurpriſed ; we ſhare the plea» 
ſure of that glorious viſion, (which Taſſo has not ill 
copied in the ſacking of Jeruſalem.) But the Greeks 
had done their buſineſs; though neither Neptune, Ju- 
no, or Pallas, had given them their divine aſſiſtance. 
The moſt crude machine which Virgil uſes, is in the 
epiſode of Camilla, where Opis, by the command cf 
her miſtreſs, kills Aruns. Fhe next is in the twelfth 
#ncil, where Venus cures her fon ZEneas. But in 
the laſt of theſe, the poet was driven to a neceſſity 
for Turnus was to be ſlain that very day; and Zneas, 
wounded as he was, could not have engaged kim in 
fingle combat, unleſs his hurt had been miraculouſly 
healed. And the poet had conſidered, that the dittany 
which ſhe brought from Crete, could not have wrought 
fo ſpecty an effect, without the juice of ambrofia, 
which ſhe mingled with it. After all, that his ma- 
chine might not ſeem too violent, we fre the hero 
limping aftcr Turnus. The wound was ſkinned ? but 
the ſtrength of his thigh was not reſtored. But what 
reaſon had our author to wound ÆEneas at fo critical 
a time? And how came the cuifſes to be worſe tem- 
pered than the reſt of bis armour, which was all 
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wrought by Vulcan and his journeymen ? Theſe di& 
ficulties are not eaſily to be ſolved, withont confefliag 
that Virgil had not life enough to corre his work: 
though he had reviewed it, and found thoſe errors 
which he reſolved to mend; but being prevented by 
death, and not willing to leave an imperfect work be- 
hind him, he ordained, by his laſt teſtament, that his 
#ncis ſhould be burned. As for the death of Aruns, 
who was ſhot by a goddeſs, the machine was not al- 
together ſo outrageous, as the wounding Mars and 
Venus by the ſword of Diomedes. Two divinities, 
prerogative of impaſſibility, or at leaſt not have been 
wounded by any mortal hand. Beſide that the =: 
which they ſhed, were ſo very like our common 
blood, that it was not to be diſtinguiſhed from it, but 
only by the name and colour. As for what Horace 
fays in his Art of Poetry, that no machines are to be 
uſed, unleſs on ſome extraordinary occafion, 
That rule is to be applied to the theatre, of which he 
is then ſpeaking ; and means no more than this, that 
when the knot of the play is to be unticd, and no o- 
ther way is left, for making the diſcovery ; then and 
not otherwiſe, let a god deſcend upon a rope, and 
clear the bufineſs to the audience : but this has no re- 
lation to the mackines which are uſed in an epic poem. 
In the laſt place, for the Dira, or flying peſt, which 
flapping on the ſhield of Turnus, and fluttering about 
to 
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to him his approaching death, I might have placed it 
more properly amongſt the objections. For the cri- 
tics, who lay want of courage to the charge of Vir- 
gil's hero, quote this paſſage as a main proof of their 
alſertion. They ſay our author had not only ſecured 
him before the ducl, but alſo in the beginning of it, 
had given him the advantage in impenetrable arms, 
and in his ſword: (for that of Turnus was not his 
own, which was forged by Vulcan for his father) but 
2 weapon which he had fnatched in haſte, and, by 
miſtake, belonging to his charioteer Metiſcus. That 
after all this, Jupiter, who was partial to the Trajan, 
and diſtruſtful of the event, though he had hung the 
balance, and given it a jog of his hand to weigh down 
Turnus, thought convenient to give the fates 2 colla» 
teral ſecurity by ſending the ſcreech-owl to difcourage 
him. For which they quote theſe words of Virgil: 
Non me tua turbida virtus 

Terret, ait ; Dii me terrent, & Jupiter hoſtis. 

Jn anſwer to which, I fay, that this machine is one 
of thoſe which the poct uſes only tur ornament, and 
not out of neceſſity. Nothing can be more beautiful, 
or more poctical thin this deſcription of the three 
Duæ, or the fottirg of the balance, which our Mil- 
ton has borrowed from him, but employed to a dif- 
ferent end : for hut he makes God aluughty ſet the 
ſeales for St Gabriel and Hatan, when he knew no 
combat was to folluw : then he makes the good angel's 
feale de ſcend, and the devil's mount; quite contiary 

to 
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to Virgil, if I have tranſlated the three verſes accord» 
ing to my author's ſenſe. 

Jupiter ipſe duas æquato examine lances 
Suſtinet; & fata imponit diverſa duorum : 

Quem damnet labor, & quo vergat pondere lethum. 
For I have taken theſe words Quem damnet labor, 
in the ſenſe which Virgil gives them in another place; 
Damnabis tu quoque votis; to fignify a proſperous 
event. Yet I dare not condemn fo great a genius as 
Milton : for I am much miſtaken if he alludes not to 
the text in Daniel, where Belſhazzar was put into the 
balance, and found too light. This is digreſſion, and 
return to my ſubject. I faid above, that theſe two 
machines of the balance, and the Dira, were only or- 
namental, and that the ſucceſs of the duel had been 
the fame without them. For when Zneas and Tur- 
nus ſtood fronting each other before the altar, Tur- 
nus looked dejected. and his colour faded in his face, 
as if he deſponded of the victory before the fight ; and 
not only he, but all his party, when the ſtrength of 
the two champions was judged by the proportion of 
their limbs, concluded it was impar pugna, and that 
their chief was overmatched. Whereupon Juturnaz 
(who was of the fame opinion) took this opportunity 
to break the treaty and renew the war. Juno herſelf 
had plainly told the nymph befor chand, that her bro» 
ther was to fight. 

Imparibus fatis ; nec Diis, nec viribus zquis ; 

So that there was no need of an apparition to fright 
Purnus, he had the preſage within Limiclf of his im- 

pending 
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per Fug deſtiny. The Dia only ſerved to confirm 
him in his firſt opinion, that it was his deſtiny to die 
in the enſuing combat. And in this fenſe are thoſe 
words of Virgil to be taken; 

Non mea tua turbida virtus 

Terret, ait; Dii me terrent, & Jupiter hoſtis. 

doubt not but the ad ver h (ſolum) is to be under- 
ſtood; it is not your valcur only that gives me this 
concernment ; but I find alfo, by this portent, that 
Jupiter is my enemy. For Turnus fled before, when 
his firſt ſword was broken. till his fiſter fopplied 
him with a better; which indeed he could not uſe; 
becauſe Aneas kept him at a diſtance with his ſpear. 
I wonder Ruzus ſaw not this, where he charges his 


his author ſo unjuſtly, for giving Turnus a ſecond 


ſword, to no purpoſe. How could he faſten a blow, 
or make a thruſt, when he was not ſuffered to ap- 
proach ? Befides, the chief errand of the Dirz, was 
to warn Juturra from the ficld, for ſhe could have 
brought the chariot again, when ſhe faw her brother 
wor ſted in the duel I might farther add, that neas 
was ſo eager in the fight, that he left the city, now 
almoſt in his poſicffion, to decide his quarrel with 
Turnus by the fword: whereas Turnus had mani- 


feſtly declined the combat, and fiiffered his ſiſter to 


convey him as far from the reach of his enemy as ſhe 
could. I ſay, not only ſuffered her, but conſented to 


it; for it is plain he knew her, by thefe words: 


O ſoror 
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O ſoror & dudum agnovi, cum prima per artem 

Fœdera turbaſti, teque bc in bella dediſti; 

Et nunc nequicquam fallis Dea.——_— 

I have dwelt fo long on this ſubjeR, that I muſt 
contract what I have to ſay, in reference to my tran- 
Nation : unleſs I would ſwell my preface into a vo- 
lume, and make it formidable to your lordſhip, when 
you fre fo many pages yet behind. And indeed what 
I have already written, either in juſtification or praiſe 
of Virgil, is agaiuft myfelf; for preſuming to copy in 
my coarſe Englith, the thoughts and beautiful expreſ- 
ſions of thus inimitable poet; who flouriſhed in an age 
v hen his language was brought to its laſt perfection, 
for which it was particularly owing to him and Ho- 
race. I will give your lordſhip my opinion, that thoſe 
two friends had conſulted each other's judgment, 
wherein they ſhould endeavour to excel; and they 
ſeem to have pitched on propriety of thouy!.t, ele- 
gance of words, and harmony of numbers. Accord- 
ing to this motel, Horace writ his Odes and Epodes: 
for his Satires and Epiſtles, being intended wholly for 
inſtruction, required another ſtile: 

Or nari res ip ſa negat, contenta doceri. 

And therefore, as he himſelf profeſſes, are ſermoni 
propriora, nearer proſe than veiſe. But Virgil who 
never attempted the lyric verſe, is every where ele- 
gant, ſweet and flowing in his Hexameters. His 
werd; are not only choſen, but the places in which 
he ranks them for the ound; he who removes them 
from the ſtation whercia their maſter ſets them, ſpoils 
the 
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the harmony. What he fays of the Sibyl's prophe- 
cies, may be as properly applied to every word of bis: 
they muſt be read, in order as they lie; the leaſt breath 
diſcompoſes them, and ſomewhat of their divinity is 
loſt. I cannot boaſt that I have been thus exact iu my 
verſes, but I have endeavoured to follow the example 
of my maſter : and am the firſt Engliſhman, perhaps, 
who made it his deſign to copy him in his numbers, 
his choice of words, and his placing them for the 
ſweetneſs of the found. On this Iak conſideration, I 
have ſhunned the Cæſura as much as poly I could. 
For wherever that is uſed, it gives a roughneſs to the 
verſe ; of which we can have little need, in a language 
which is overſtocked with confonants. Such is not 
the Latin, where the vowels and conſonants are mix- 
ed in proportion to each other: yet Virgil judg-d the 
vowels to have ſomewhat cf an over-balance, and 
therefore tempers their ſweetneſs with Cæſura's. Such 
difference there is in tongues, that the ſame figure 
which roughens one, pives majeſty to another: and 
that was it which Virgil ſtudied in his verſes. Ovid 
uſes it but r>rely ; and hence it is that this verffica- 
tion cannot ſo properly be called ſweet, as luſcious. 
The Italians are forced upon it once or twice in every 
line, becauſe they have a redundancy of vowels in 
their language. Their metal i ſo ſoft, that it will not 
coin without alloy to harden it. On the cther fide, 
for the reaſon already named, it is all we can do to 
give ſufficient ſweetnets to our language: we muſt 
not only chuſe cur words for elegance, but for ſound. 

Vor. II. M Ts 
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To perform which, a maſtery in the language is re» 
quired, the poet muſt have a magazine of words, and 
kave the art to manage his few vowels to the beſt ad- 
vantage, that they may go the farther. He muſt alſo 
know the nature of vowels, which are more fonorous, 
and which more ſoft and ſweet : and ſo diſpoſe them 
as his preſent occaſions require: all which, and a 
thouſand ſecrets of verſiſication befide, he may learn 
from Virgil, if he will take him for his guide. If he 
be above Virgil, and is refolved to follow his own 
verſe (as the French call it,) the proverb will fall hea- 
vily upon him; Who teaches himfclf, has a fool for 
his maſter. 

Virgil employed eleven years upon his Zneis, yet 
he left it, as he thought himſelf, imperfett. Which 
when I ſeriouſly conſider, I wiſh, that inſtead of 
three years which I have ſpent in the tranſlation of 
his works, I had four years more allowed me to cor- 
rect my errors, that I might make my verſion ſome- 
what more tolerable than it is. For a poet cannot 
have too great a reverence for his readers, if he ex- 
pets his labours ſhould ſurvive him. Yet I will nei- 
ther plead my age nor fickneſs, in excuſe of the faults 
which I have made : that I wanted time, is all that I 
have to ſay. For ſome of my ſubſcribers grew ſo cla- 
morous, that I could no longer defer the publication 
I hope from the candour of your lordſhip, and your 


often experienced goodneſs to me, that if the fault, 
are not too many, you will make allowances with 
Horace; 
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Si plura nitent in carmine, non ego paucis 
Offendar maculis, quas aut incura fudit 
Aut humana parum cavit natura.—— 
You may pleaſe alſo to obſerve, that there is not, 


to the beſt of my remembrance, one vowel gaping 


on another for want of a Cæſura, in this whole poem. 
But where a vowel ends a word, the next begins ei- 
ther with a conſonant, or what is its equivalent ; for 
our W and H aſpirate, and our diphthongs are plain- 
ly ſuch ; the greateſt latitude I take is in the letter Y, 
when it concludes a word, and the firit ſyllable of the 
next begins with a vowel. Neither nerd 1 have called 
this a latitude, which is only an explanation of this 
general rule: that no vowel can be cut off before a- 
nother, hen we cannot fink the pronunciation of it; 
as He, She, Me, I, &c. Virgil thiaks it ſometimes - 
a beauty to imitate the licence of the Greeks, and 
leave two vowels opening on each other, as in that 
verſe of the third Paſtoral, 

Et ſuccns pecori, & lac ſubducitur agnis. 

But, nobis non licet eſſe tam defertis. At I-aft, if 
we ſtudy to refine our numbers. I have long had by 
me the materials of an Engliſh Proſodia, containing 
all the mechanical rules of verſiſication, wherein I 
have treated with ſume exactneſs of the feet, the quan- 


tities, and the pauſes. The French and Italians know 


nothing of the two firſt ; at leaſt their beſt pocts have 
nat practiſed them. As for the pauſes, Malherb ſirſt 
brought them into France, within this laſt century: 

M 2 aud 
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and we ſee how they adorn their Alexandrians. But 

as Virgil propounds a riddle which he leaves unſolved: 
Dic quibus in terris, inſcripti nomini regum 
Naſcantur flores, & Phyllida folus habeto. 

80 I will give your lordſhip another, and lcave the ex- 

poſition of it to your acute judgment. I am fure there 

are few who make verſes, have obſerved the ſweetneſs 

of theſe two lines in Cooper s hill. 

Tho? deep, yet clear ; tho” gentle, yet not dull; 
Strong without rage, without o'erflowing full. 
And there are yet fewer who can find the rcafon of 
that ſweetneſs. I have given it to ſome of my friends 
in converſation, and they have allowed the criticiſm to 
be juſt. But fince the evil of falſe quantities is difficult 
to be cured in any modern language; fince the French 
and the Italians, as weil as we, are yet ignorant what 
feet are to be uſed in heroic poetry; fince I have not 
ſtrĩctly obſerved thoſe rules myſelf, which I can teach 
others; fince | pretend to no diftatorſhip among my 
fellow pocts ; fince if | ſhould inſtruct ſome of them to 
make well-running verſes, they want genius to give 
them ſtrength as well as ſweetneſs : and above all, 
fince your lordſhip Las adviſed me not to publiſh that 
little which 1 know, I lock on your counſel as your 
command, which 1 ſhall obſerve inviolabiy, till you 
ſhall pleaſe to revoke it, and leave me at liberty to 
make my thoughts public. In the mean time, that I 
may arrogate nothing to myſclf, I muit acknowledge 
that Virgil in Latin, and Spencer in Enghth, have 
been my maſters. Spencer has alſo given me the 

| boldueſs 
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boldneſs to make uſe fometimes of his Alexandiian 
line, which we call, though improperly, the Pindaric; 
becauſe Mr Cowley has often employcd it in his Odes. 
It adds a certain majeſty to the verſe, when it is uſed 
with judgment, and ſtops the ſenſe from overſlowing 
into another line. Formerly the French. like us, and 
the Italians, had but five feet, or ten ſyllables in their 
heroic verſe : but fince Ronſard's time, as I ſuppoſe, 
they found their tongue too weak to ſapport their epic 
poetry, without the addition of another foot. That 
indeed has given it ſomewhat of the run, and meaſure 
of a Trimeter; but it runs with more activity than 
ſtrength : their language is not ſtrung with finews like 
our Engliſh. It has the nimbleneſs of a greyhound, 
but not the bulk and body of a maſtiff. Our men and 
our verſes overbear them by their weight; and pon- 
dere non numero, is the Britiſh motto. The French 
have ſet up purity for the ſtandard of their language ; 
and a maſculine vigour is that of ours. Like their 
tongue is the genius of their pocts, light and trifling 
in compariſon of the Engliſh ; more proper for ſun- 
nets, madrigals, and elegies, than heroic poetry. The 
turn on thoughts and words is their chicf talent, but 
the epic poem is too ſtately to receive thoſe little or- 
naments. The painters draw their nymphs in thin 
and airy habits, but the weight of gold and embroide- 
ries is reſerved for queens and goddeſſes Virgil is 
never frequent in thoſe turns, like Ovid, but much 
more ſparing of them in his Eneis, than in his Paſto- 
rals and Georgics ; 
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Ignoſcenda quidem, ſcirent fi ignoſcere mans. 

That turn is beautiful indeed ; but he employs it in 
the ſtory of Orpheus and Eurydice, not in his great 
poem. I have uſed that licence in his Zneis ſome- 
times: but I own it as my fault. It was given to 
thoſe who underſtand no better. It is like Ovid's 
The poet ſound it before his critics, but it was a dar- 
ling fin which he would not be perſuaded to reform. 
The want of genius, of which I have accuſed the 
French, is laid to their charge by one of their own 
great authors, though I have forgotten his name, and 
where I read it. If rewards could make good poets, 
their great maſter has not been wanting on his part in 
his bountiful encouragements : for he is wife enough 
to imitate Auguſtus, if he had a Maro. The Trium- 


vir and Profcriber kad deſcended to us in a more hi- 


deous form than they now appear, if the emperor had 
not taken care to make friends of him and Horace. I 
eonfeſs the baniihment of Ovid was a blot in his ef- 
eutcheon yet ke was only baniſhed. and who knows 
but his crime was capital, and then his exile was a 
favour; Arioſto, who, with all his faults, muſt be ac- 
knowledged a great poet, has put theſe words into 


the mouth of an evangeliſt, but whether they will paſs 


for goſpel now, I cannot tell. 

Non fu fi ſanto ni benigno Auguſto, 
Come la tuba di Virgilio fuona ; 
L'haver havuto in poeſia buon guſto, 
3 iniqua of pardons 


* * 
e 


DEDICATION. 739 
But beroic poetry is not of the growth of France, 
as it might be of England, if it were cultivated. 
Spencer wanted only to have read the rules of Boſſu 
for no man was ever born with a greater genius, or 
had more knowledge to ſupport it. But the perform- 
ance of the French is not equal to their ſkill : and hi- 
therto we have wanted ſkill to perform better. Se- 
grais, whoſe preface is ſo wonderfully good. yet is 
wholly deſtitute of elevation; though his verfion is 
much hetter than that of the two brothers, or any of 
the reſt who have attempted Virgil. Hannibal Caro 
is a great name amongſt the Italians, yet his tranſla- 
tion of the ZEneis is moſt ſcandalonſly mean, though 
he has taken the advantage of writing in blank verſe, 
and freed himfſcif from the ſhackles of modern rhime : 
(if it be modern, for Le Clerc has told us lately, and 
I believe has made it out, that David's Pſalms were 
written in as arrant rhime as they are tranſlated.) 
Now if a muſe cannot run when ſhe is unfettered, it 
is a fign ſhe has but little ſpeed. I will not make a 
digreſſion hers, though I am ſtrangely tempted to itz 
but will only ſxy, that he who can write well in rhime 
may write better in blank verſe. Rhime is certainly 
a conſtraint even to the beſt poets, ant thoſe who 
make it with moſt eaſe : though perhaps | have as lit- 
tle reaſon to complain of that hardſhip as any man, 
excepting Quarles, and Withers. What it adds to 
ſweetneſs it takes away from ſenſe ; and he who loſes 
the leaſt by it, may be called a gainer : it often makes 
us ſerve from an author's meaning. As if a mark 


be 
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be ſet up for an archer at a great diſtance, let lim aim 
as exactly as he can, the leaft wind will take his arrow, 
and divert it from the white. I return to our Italian 
trauſlator of the Zneis: he is a foot-poet, he lacquies 
by the fide of Virgil at the beſt, but never mounts be- 
hind him. Doctor Morelli, who is no mean critic in 
our poetry, and therefure may be preſumed to be a 
better in his own language, has confirmed me in this 
opinion by his judgment, and thinks withal, that he 
has often miſtaken his maſter's ſenſe. 1 would ſay ſo, 
if I durſt, but am afraid | have committed the ſame 
fault more often, and more groſoly: for I have forſa- 
ken Ruzus, (whom generally I follow) in many pla- 
ces, and made expoſitions of my own in ſome, quite 
contrary to him. Of which I will give but two ex- 
amples. becauſe they are ſo near each other, ia the 
tenth Æneid. 

or ti pater æquus utrique. 

Pallas fays it to Turnus, juſt before they fight. Ru- 
zus thinks that the word pater is to be referred to E- 
vander the father of Pallas. But how could he ima- 
gine that it was the ſame thing to Evander, if his fon 
were flain, or if he overcame? The poet certainly in- 
tended Jupiter the common father of mankind ; who 
as Pallas hoped, would ſtand an impartial ſpectator 
of the combat, and not be more favourable to Tur- 
nus, than to him. The fecond is not long after it, 
and both before the duel is begun. They are the 
words of Jupiter, who comforts Hercules for the 
982 
4 whick 


DEDICATION. 241 
which Hercules could not hinder : (though the young 
hero had addreſſed his prayers to him for his aſſiſt- 
ance:) becauſe the gods cannot controul deſtiny. — 
The verſe follows : 

Sic ait; atque oculos Rutulorum rejicit arvis. 
Which the fame Ruzus thus conſtrues: Jupiter, af- 
ter he had ſaid this, immediately turns his eyes to the 
Rutubau fields, and beholds the duel. I have given 
this place another expotition, that he turned his eyes 
from the ficld of combat, that he might not behold a 
fight ſo unplcating to him. I be word rejicit I know 
will admit of both ſcafes ; but Jupiter having coufeſ- 
ſed that he cuuld not alter fate, and being grieved he 
could not, in conſideratiun of Hercules, it ſecms to 
me that he ſhould avert his eyes, rather than take 
pleaſure in the ſpectacle. But of this I am not fo con- 
fideat as the other, though I think I have followed 
Virgil”. ſenſe. 

Wh-t | have faid, though it has t' e face of arro- 
gance, yet :s intended for the honour of my country; 
and therefore I will bolily own, that this Engliſh 
trauſlatiou has more of Virgil's ſpirit in it. than either 
the French. or the Italian. Some of our countrymen 
have trarflited epiſoucs, ant other parts of Virgil, 
with great ſacceſs. As particularly your lar ſhip, 
whoſe verfion of Orpheus and Eurydice is eminently 
good. Amongſt the dead authors, the Silenus of my 
lord Roſcommon cannot be too much recommended. 
I ay nothing of Sir John Denham, Mr Waller, and 
Mr Cowley ; it is the utmoſt of my ambition to be 

| thought 
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thought their equal, or not to be much inferior to 
them, and ſome others of the living. But it is one 
thing to take pains on a fragment, and tranſlate it 
perfectly, and another thing to have the weight of a 
whole author on my ſhoulders. They who believe 
the burden light, let them attempt the fourth, fixth, 
or cight? Paſtoral; the firſt or fourth Georgic ; and, 
amongſt the Zneids, the fourth, the fifth, the fe- 
venth, the ninth, the tenth, the eleventh, or the 
_ twelfth; for in theſe I think I have ſucceeded beft. 
Long before I urdertook this work, I was no ſtran- 
ger to the original. I had alſo ludied Virgil's de ſign, 
bis diſpoſition of it, his manners, his judicivus ma- 
nagement of the figures, the ſober retrenchments of 
his feuſe, which always leaves ſomewhat to gratify 
our imagination, on which it may enlarge at pleaſure; 
but, abore all, the elegance of his expreſſion, and the 
harmony of his numbers. For, as I have faid in a 
former diſſertation, the words are in poetry, what the 
colours are in painting. If the defign be good, and 
the draught be true, the colouring is the firſt beauty 
that ſtrikes the eye. Spencer and Milton are the 
neareſt in Engliſh, to Virgil and lomer in the Latin; 
and | have endeavoured to form my ſtyle in imitating 
their maſters. I will further own to you, my lord, 
that my chief ambition is to pleaſe thoſe readers who 
have diſcernment enough to prefer Virgil before any 
other poet in the Latin tongue. Such fpirits as he 
defired to pleaſe, ſuch would I chuſe for my judges, 
and would ſtand or fall by them alone. Segrais has 
diſtinguiſhed 
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diſtioguiſhed the readers of poetry, according to their 
capacity of judging, into three elaſſes: (he might have 
faid the ſame of writers too, if he had pleaſed.) In 
the loweſt form he places thoſe whom he calls Les 
petits Efprits: fuch things as are our upper - gallery 
audience in a play-houſe: who like nothing but the 
huſk and rind of wit; prefer a quibble, a conceit, an 
epigram, before ſolid ſenſe, and elegant expreſſion : 
theſe are mob-readers : if Virgil and Martial ſtood for 
parliamentmen, we know already who would carry it. 
But though they make the greate{ appearance in the 
field, and cry the loudeſt, the beſt on it is, they are 
but a fort of French Hugonots, or Dutch Boors, 
brought over in herds, but not naturalized ; who 
have not land of two pounds per annum in Parnaſſus, 
and therefore are not privileged to poll. Their au- 
thors are of the ſame level; fit to repreſent them on 
2 mountebank*s ſtage, or to be maſters of the cere- 
monies in a bear-garden. Yet theſe are they who 
have the moſt admirers. But it often happens, to 
their mortiſication, that as their readers improve their 
ſtock of ſenſe, (as they may by reading better books, 
and by converfation with men of judgment,) they 
ſoon forſake them: and when the torrent from the 
mountains falls no more, the ſwelling writer is redu- 
ced into his ſhallow bed, like the Mancanares at Ma - 
drid, with ſcarce water to moiſten his own pebbles. 
There are a middle fort of readers, (as we hold there 
is a middle ſtate of ſouls) ſuch as have a farther in- 
fight than the former, yrt have not the capacity of 
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judging right; (for I ſpeak not of thoſe who are bri> 
bed by a party, and know better if they were not cor- 
rupted,) but I nean a company of warm young men, 
who are not yet arrived fo far as to diſcern the differ- 
ence betwixt fuſtian, or oftentatious ſentences, and 
the true ſublime. Theſe are above liking Martial or 
Owen's epigrams, but they would certainly fet Vir- 
gil below Statius or Lucan. I need not fay their po- 
ets are of the ſame taſte with their admirers. They 
aff-Q greatneſs in all they write, but it is a bladdered 
greatneſs, like that of the vain man whom Seneca de- 
ſcribes: an ill habit of body, full of humours, and 
ſwelled with dropſy. Even theſe two deſert their au- 
thors, as their judgment ripens. The young gentle- 
men thcmfſclves are commonly miſled by their peda- 
goguc or ichool, their tutor at the univerſity, or their 
governor in their travels. And many of thoſe three 
forts are the moſt poſitive blockheads in the world. 
How many of thoſe flatulent writers have I known, 
who have funk in their reputation, after ſeven or eight 
editions of their works? for indeed they are poets on- 
ly for youug men. They had great ſucceſs at their 
firll 2ppearance ; but not being of God, as a wit ſaid 
formerlv, they could not ſtand. 

I have already named two forts of judges, but Vir- 
gil v-rote for neither of them; and by his example, 
Jam not 2mbitions of pleafing the loweſt, or the mid- 
Cle fr of readers. 

He choſe to pleaſe the moft judicious : ſouls of the 
hig heil rank, aud truck unicrilauding z theſe are few 

in 
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in number; but whoever is ſo happy as to gain their 
approbation, can never loſe it, becauſe they never 
give it blindly. Then they have a certain magnetiſin 
in their judgment, which attracts others to their ſenſe, 
Every day they gain fome new proſclyte, and in time 
become the church. For this reaſon, a weli-weighed 
judicious poem. which at its firſt appearance gains 
no more upon the world than to be juſt received, and 
rather not blamed, than much applauded, infiauates 
itfelf by inſenſible degrees into the liking of the reader: 
the more he ſtudies it, the more it grows upon him; 
every time he takes it up. he diſcovers ſome n gra- 
ces in it. And whereas poems, which are produced 
by the vigour of imagination only, have a gloſs upon 
them at firſt, which time wears off; the works of 
judgment are like the diamond, the more they are po- 
liſhed, the more luftre they receive. Such is the dif- 
ference betwixt Virgil's ZEneis, and Martin's Adone. 
And, if may be allowed to change the metaphor, I 
would fay, that Virgil is like the fame which he deſ- 
cribes : 

Such a fort of reputation is my aim, though in a 
far inferior degree, according to my motto in the title- 
page; Sequiturque patrem non paſſihus æquis: and 
therefore I appeal to the higheſt court of judicature, 
like that of the peers, of which your lordihip is ſ@ 
great an ornament. 

Without this ambition which I own, of defiring to 
pleaſe the Judices Natos, I could never have been able 
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to have done any thing at this age, when the fire of 
poetry is commonly extinguiſhed in other men. Yet 
Virgil has given me the example of Entellus for my 
encouragement : when he was well heated, the young- 
er champion could not ſtand before him. And we 
find the elder contended not for the gift, but for the 
honour ; Nec dona moror. For Dampier has inform- 
ed us, in his voyages, that the air of the country 
which produces gold is never wholſome. 

I had long fince conſidered, that the way to pleaſe 
the beſt judges, is not to trau ſlate a poet literally 3 
and Virgil leaſt of any other. For his peculiar beauty 
lying in his choice of words, I am excluded from it 
by the narrow compaſs of our heroic verſe, unleſs I 
would make uſe of monoſyllables only, and thoſe 
of our mother-tongue. It is poſſible, I confeſs, though 
it rarely happens, that a verſe of monoſyllables may 
found harmoniwuſly ; and fome examples of it I have 
ſeen. My firſt line of the ZEneis is not harſh : 

Arms, and the man I fing, who forc'd by fate, &c. 

But a much better inſtance may be given from the 
laſt line of Manilius. made Engliſh by our lea ned and 
judicious Mr Creech. 

Nor could the world have borne fo fierce a flame. 
Where the many l:quid conſonants are placed fo art- 
fully, that they give a pleaſing found to the words, 
though they are all of one ſyllable. 

It is true, I have been ſometimes forced upon it in 
ether places of this work, but I never did it out of 
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choice: I was either in haſte, or Virgil gave me no 
occaſion for the ornament of words: for it feldom 
happens but a monoſyllable line turns verſe to proſe, 
and even that proſe is rugged and unharmonious. 
Philarchus, I remember, taxes Balzac for placing twen- 
ty monoſyllables in file, without one diſſylable betwixt 
them. The way I have taken is not fo ſtrait as meta- 
phraſe, nor ſo looſe as paraphraſe : fome things too 
I have omitted, and ſometimes have added of my own. 
Yet the omiſſions, I hope, are but of circumſtances, 
and fuch as would have no grace in Engliſh; and the 
additions, I alſo hope, are eaſily deduced from Vir- 
gil's ſenſe. They will ſcem (at leaſt I have the vanity 
to think fo) not ſtuck into him, but growing out of 
him. He ſtudies brevity more than any other poet 3 
but he had the advantage of a language wherein much 
may be comprehended in 2 little fpace. We, and all 
the modern tongues, have more articles and pronouns, 
beſides figns of tenſes and cafes, and other barbarities 
on which our ſpeech is built by the faults of our fore- 
fathers. The Romans founded theirs upon the Greek: 
and the Greeks, we know, were labouring many hun- 
dred years npon their language, before they brought 
it to perfection. They rejected all thoſe figns, and 
cut off as many articles as they could fpare ; compre- 
hending in one word, what we are conſtraiacd to ex- 
preſs in two; which is one reaſon why we cannot 
write ſo conciſely as they have done. The word pa- 
ter, for example, ſignifies not only a father, but your 

VN a father, 
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father, my father, kis or ker father, all included in a 
word. 

Tnis inconvenĩence is common to all modern tongues, 
and this alone conſtrains us to employ more words 
than the ancients needed. But having before obſer- 
ved, that Virgil endeavours to be ſhort, and at the 
ſame time elegant, I purſue the excellence, and for- 
ſake the brevity. For there is the hke ambergreaſe, a 
rich perfume, but of fo cloſe and glutinous a body, 
that it muſt be opened with inferior ſcerts of muſk or 
civet, or the ſweetneſs will not be drawn out into a» 
nother language. 

On the whole matter, I thought fit to ſteer betwixt 
the two extremes of paraphraſe, ard literal tranfla- 
tion: to keep as near my author as | could, without 
loſing all his graces, the moſt eminent of which are 
in the beauty of bis words: and thoſe words, I muſt 
add, are always figurative. Such of theſe as would 
retain their elegance in our tongue, I have endea- 
voured to graft on it; but moſt of them are of ncceſ- 
fity to be loſt, becauſe they will not ſhine in any but 
their own. Virgil has ſometimes two of them in a 
line; but the ſcantineſs of our heroic verſe, is not ca- 
pable of receiving more than one: and that too muit 
expiate for many others which have none. Such is 
the difference of the languages, or ſuch my want of 
ſkill in chuſing words. Yet I may preſume to fay, 
and I hope with as much reaſon as the French tran- 
llator, that, taking all the materials of this divine au- 
thor, I have endcavoured to make Virgil fpeak ſuch 
sgi, 


DEDICATION: Iz 
Engliſh, as he would himſclf have ſpoken, if he had 
been born in England, and in this prefent age. I ac- 


knowledge, with Segrais, that I have not ſucceeded 
in this attempt, according to my defire: yet I ſhall 
not be wholly without praiſe, if in ſome fort I may 
be allowed to have copied the clearneſs, the purity, 
the caſineſs, and the magnificence of his ſtyle. But 1 
ſhall have occaſion to ſpeak farther on this ſfubjeQ, 
before I end the preface. 

— When I mentioned the Pindaric line, I ſhould have 
added, that | take another licence in my verfes: for I 
frequently make uſe of triplet rhymes, and for the 
ſame reaſon, becauſe they bound the ſenſe. And 
therefore I generally join theſe two licences together, 
and make the laſt verſe of the triplet a Pindaric : for 
deſides the majeſty which it gives, it confines the ſenſe 
within the barriers of three lines, which would lan- 
guiſh if it were lengthened into four. Spencer is my 
example for both theſe privileges of Engliſh verſes. 
And Chapman hath followed him in his tranſlation of 
Homer. Mr Cowley has given into them after both, 
and all ſucceeding writers after him. I regard them 
now as the Magna Charta of heroic poetry, and am 
too much an Engliſhman to loſe what my anceſtors 
have gained for me. Let the French and Italians va» 
lue themſelves on their regularity : ſtrength and cle» 
vation are our ſtandard. I faid before, and I repeat 
it, taat the aſſected purity of the French has unſine w- 
ed their heroic verſe. The language of an epic poem 
is almoſt wholly figurative : yet they are ſo fearful of 
N 3 a metaphor, 
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a metaphor, that no example of Virgil can encourage 
them to be bold with ſafety. Sure they might warm 
themſclves by that fprightly blaze, without approach» 
ing it fo cloſe as to firge their wings; they may come 
as near it as their maſter. Not that I would diſcou- 
rage that purity of diction, in which he excels all o- 
ther poets. But he knows how far to extend his fran- 
chiſcs, and advances to the verge, without venturing 
a foot beyond it. On the other fide, without being 
injurious to the memory of our Engliſu Pindar, I will 
preſume to ſay, that his metaphors are ſomctimes too 
violent, aud his language is not alway» pure. But at 
the fame time I muſt excuſe him. For through the 
iniquity of the times, he was forced to travel at an 
age, when, inſtead of lcaruing foreign languages, he 
ſhould have ſtudied the beauties of lis mother tongue. 
Which, like all other ſpec ches, is to be cultivated 
early, or we ſhall never write it with any kind of cle- 
gance. Thus by gaining abroad he loſt at home: like 
the painter in the Arcadia, who going to fee a ſkir- 
miſh, had his arms lopped off: and returved. fays 
Sir Philip Sidney, well iuſtructed how to draw a bat- 
Ve, but without a hand to perform his work. 

There is another thing in which I have preſumed 
to deviate from him and Spencer. They both make 
bemiſt che (or half verſes) breaking off in the middle 
of a line. I confeſs there are not many ſuch in the 
Fairy Queen; and even thoſe few might be occaſiun- 
ed by his unhappy choice of fo long a ſtanza. Mr 
Cowley had found out, that no kind of ſtaif is pro- 
| per 
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per for an heroic poem ; as being all too lyrical: yet 
thoug he wrote in couplets, where rhyme is frecr 
from conſtraint, he frequently aſſects half verſes, of 
which we find not one in Homer, and I think not in 
any of the Greek pocts, or the Latin, excepting only 
Virgil ; and there is no queſtion but he thought he 
had Virgil's authority for that licence. But I am 
confident our poet never meant to leave him or any 
other ſuch a precedent. And I ground my opinicn 
on theſe two reaſons Firſt, we find no example of a 
hemiſtich in any of his Paſtora's or Georgics. For he 
had given the laſt finiſhing ſtrokes to both theſe po- 
ems; but his ZEneis he left fo uncorreR, at leaſt ſo 
ſhort of that perfection at which he aimed, that we 
know how hard a ſentence be paſſed upon it ; and in 
the ſecond place, I reaſonably preſume, that he in- 
tended to have filled up all thoſe hemiſtichs, becauſe 
in one of them we five the ſenſe impertect. 

Quem tibi jan Troja 
Which ſome fooliſh grammarian has 2 for hica 
with a half line of nonſenſe; 

peperit fumante Creufa. 
For Aſcanĩus ruſt have been born ſome years before 
the burning of that city, which I necd not prove. On 
the other fide, we find alſo, that he hi nſclt failed up 
one line in the ih ZErcw, tre enthufiaſin ſeizing 
him, while he wa reading to Augntus, 

Mitenu'n ZEolidein, quo non præſtantior alter 
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To which he added in that tranſport, Martemque ac- 
cendere cantu: and never was any line more nobly 
finiſhed, for the reaſons which 1 have given in the 
book of painting. On theſe confiderations 1 hav 
ſhunned hemiſtichs, not being willing to imnate Vir- 
gil to a fault, like Alexander's courtiers, who affected 
to hold their necks awry, becauſe he could not help 
it. I am confident your lordſhip is by this time of 
my opinion; and that you will look on thoſe half 
lines hereafter, as the imperfe&t products of a haſty 
mule ; like the frogs and ſerpents in the Nile; part of 
them kindled into life, and part a lump of unformed, 
unanimated mud. 

I am ſenſible that many of my whole verſes are as 
imperfe& as thoſe halves, for want of time to digeſt 
him better : but give me leave to make the excuſe of 
Boccace, who, when he was upbraided, that ſome 
of his novels had not the ſpirit of the reſt, returned 
this anſwer ; that Charlemain, who made the Palla- 
dins, was never able to raiſe an army of them. The 
leaders may be heroes, but the multitude muſt confift 
of common men. 

I am alfo bound to tell your lordſhip, in my own 
defence, that from the begin ing of the firſt Georgie 
to the end of the laſt Eneid, I found the difficulty of 
tranſlation growing on me in every ſucceeding book. 
For Virgil, above all poets, had a ſtock, which | may 
call almoſt inexhauſtible, of figurative, elegant, and 
founding words. I who inherit but a null portion of 
his genius, and write in a language fo much inferior to 

tue 
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the Latin, have found it very painful to vary phraſes, 
when the ſame ſenſe returns upon me. Even he bim- 
{{if, whether out of neceflity or choice, has of: en ex- 
pre ſſed the fame thing in the fame words; and often 
repeated two or three whole verſes, which he had uted 
betore. Words are not fo caſily coined as money z; 
and yet we fee that the credit not only of banks, but 
of exchequers. cracks, when little comes in, aud 
much goes out. Virgil caled upon mc in every hue 
for luine new word; and 1 paid o long, that | was 
almoſt bankrupt. So that the latter end muſt necus 
be more burthenſome than the beginning or the mid- 
dle. And conſequently the twelfth acid cuſt me 
double the time of the firſt and ſecond. What had 
become of me, if Virgil had taxed me with another 
book ? l had certainly been reduced to pay the pub- 
lic in hammered money for want of milicd ; that is, in 
the fame old words which I had ufed before. And 
the receivers muſt have heen forced to have taken any 
thing, where there was fo little to be had. 

Be ſides this difficulty (with which I have ſtruggled, 
and made a ſhift to paſs it over) there is one remain» 
ing, which is inſuperable to all tranſlators. We are 
bound to our author's ſenſe, though with the lati- 
tudes already mentioned. (for I think it not fo facred, 
as that one iota muſt not be added or diminiſhed, on 
pain of anathema.) But flaves we are, and labour on 
another man's plantation; we drefs the vineyard, but 
the wine is the owners: if the ſoil be ſometimes bar- 
ren, then we are ſure of being ſcourged: if it be fruit- 

fui 
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fv', and our care ſucceeds, we are not thanked ; for 
th proud reader will only fay, the poor drudge has 
done his duty. But this is nothing to what follows; 
for being obliged to make his ſenſe intelligible, we are 
foi ced to untune our own verſes, that we may give 
his meaning to the reader. He who invents, is maſ- 
ter of his thoughts and words : he can turn and vary 
them as he plt aſes, till he renders them harmonious. 
But the wr: tched tranflator has no ſuch privilege : for 
being tied to thoughts, he muſt make what muſic he 
can in the expreſſion. And for this reaſon it cannot 
always be fo ſweet as that of the original. There is 
a beauty of ſound, as Segrais has obſerved, in ſome 
Latin words, which is wholly loft in any modern lan- 
guage. He inſtances in that mollis amaracus, on 
which Venus lays Cupid in the firſt Zneid. H 1 
ſhould tranflate it ſweet-marjoram, as the word fig- 
nifies, the reader would think I had miſtaken Virgil: 
for thoſe vilage-words, as I may call them, give us 
a mean idea of the thing; but the found of the La» 
tin is fo much more pleaſing, by the juſt mixture of 
the vowels with the conſonants, that it raiſes our fan- 
cies, to conceive ſomewhat more noble than a com- 
mon herb; and to ſpread roſcs under him, and ſtrew 
lilies over him; a bed not unworthy the grandſon of 
the goddefs. 


If 1 cannot copy his harmonious numbers, how 


ſhall I imitate his noble flights; where his thoughts 
and words arc equally ſublime ? 


Quem 


— 
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Quem quiſquis ſtudet æmulari, 
— ccratis ope Dedalza 

Nititur pennis, vitreo daturus 
Nomina ponto. 

What modern language, or what poet can cxpreſs 
the majeſtic beauty of this one verſc amongſt a thou» 
fand others ! 

Aude hoſpes contemnere opes, & te quoque dignum 

Finge Deo. 

For my part, I am loſt in the admiration of it ; I con» 
temn the world, when 1 think on it, and myſelf when 
I tranſlate it. 

Lay by Virgil, I beſcech your lordſhip, and all my 
better fort of judges, when you take up my verſion, 
and it will appear a paſſable beauty when the original 
muſe is abſcnt ; but like Spencer's falſe Florimel macle 
of ſnow, it melts and vamiſhes when the true one 
comes in fight. I will not excuſe but juſtify myſelf 
for one pretended crime, with which 1 am liable to 
be charged by falſe critics, not only in this tranſlation, 


but in many of my original poems; that I Latinize 


too much. It is true, that when I find an Engliſh 
word fignificant and founding, I neither borrow from 
the Latin, or any other language : but when I want 

at home, I muſt ſeck abroad. 
if funding words me not of cur growth and manu- 
facture, who ſhall hinder me to import them from a 
foreign country? I carry not out the treaſure of the 
nation, which is never to return: but what I bring 
from Italy, 1 ſpend in England: here it remains, and 
here 
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here it circulates; for if the coin be good, it will paſs 
from one hand to another. I trade both with the l- 
ving and the dead, for the enrichment of our native 
language. We have enough in England to ſupply our 
neceſiity ; but if we will have things of magnificence 
and fplendour, we muſt get them by commerce. Po» 
etry requires ornament, and that is not to be had from 
our old Feuton moruſy!libles; therefore if | find any 
elegant word in a claſſie author. I propoſe it to be na- 
turalized, by ufing it myfelf; and if the public ap» 
proves of it, the bill paſſes. But every man cannot 
diſtinguiſh betwixt pedantry and poetry : every man 
therefore is not fit to innovate. Upon the whole mat. 
ter, a poet muſt firſt be certain that the word he would 
introduce is beautiful in the Latin; and is to confi» 
der, m the next place, whether it will agree with the 
Engliſh idiom ; after this, he ought o take the opinion 
of judicious friends, ſuch as are learned in both lan- 
guazes; and laſtly, ſince no man is infallible, let him 
ute this Ticence very ſparingly ; for if too many foreign 
words are poured in upon us, it looks as if they were 
de ſigned not to aſſiſt the natives, but to conquer them. 
F am now drawing towards à conclufion, and ſuſ- 
pect your lordſhip is very glad of it. But permit me 
firit, to own what helps I have had in this underta- 
king. The late carl of Lauderdal fent me over his 
nc tranſlation of the ZAneis; which he had ended be- 
fore I engaged in the ſame deſign. Neither did I then 
intend it: but ſome propoſals being afrerwards made 
me by my book{ller, 1 defired his lorethip's leave, 
that 
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that T might accept them, which he freely granted ; 
and I have his letter yet to ſhew for that permiſhon. 
He reſolved to have printed his work ; which he might 
have done two years before I coul publiſh mine; and 
had performed it, if death had not prevented him. 
But having his manuſcript in my hands, 1 conſulted 
it as often as I doubted of my author's ſenſe. For no 
man underſtood Virgil better than that learned noble- 
man. His friends, I Lear, have yet another, and more 
correct copy of that tranſation by them, which had 
they picaſed to have givea the public, the judges mult 
have been conviaced that I have not littered him. 
Beſides this help, which was not incouſiderable, Mr 
Congreve has done me tlic tavour to review the Æne- 
is, and compare my verſion with the original. I ſhall 
never be aſhamed to own, that this excellent young 
map has ſhewed me many faults, which I have endea- 
voured to correct. It is true, he might have eaſily 
found more, and then my tranflation had been more 
perfect. 


Two other worthy friends of mine, who defire to 


have their names concealed, ſeeing me ſtraitened in 
my time, took pity on me, and gave me the life of 
Virgil ; the two prefaces to the Paſtorals, and the 
Georgics, and all the arguments in proſe to the whole 
trauſlation. Which, perhaps, has cauſed a report 
that the two firſt poems are not mine. If it had been 
true, that I had taken their verſes for my own, ! might, 
have gloried in their aid ; and, like Terence, have fa- 
thered the opinion, that Scipio and Lælius joined wit: 

Vor. II. O * 
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me. But the ſame ſtyle being continued through the 
whole, and the fame laws of verſification obſcrved, 
are proofs ſufficient, that this is one man's work ; and 
your lordſhip is too well acquainted with my manner 
to doubt that any part of it is another's. 

That your lordſhip may fee I was in earneſt, when 
I promiſed to haſten to an end, I will not give the 
reaſons, why I writ not always in the proper terms 
of navigation, land-fervice, or in the cant of any pro- 
feſſion. I will only fay, that Virgil has avoided thoſe 
proprieties, becauſe he writ not to mariners, ſoldiers, 
aſtronomers, gardeners, peaſants, &c. but to a'l in 
general, and in particular to men and ladies of the 
firſt quality ; who have been better bred than to be 
too nicely knowing in the terms. In ſuch cafes, it is 
enough for a poet to write fo plainly, that he may be 
underſtood by his readers : to avoid impropriety, and 
not affect to be thought learned in all things. 

I have omitted the four preliminary lines of the firſt 
Eneid ; becaufe I think them inferior to any four o- 
thers in the whole poem, and conſequently believe 
they are not Virgil's. There is too great a gap be- 
twixt the adjective vicina in the ſecond line, and the 
ſubſtantive arva in the latter end of the third, which 
keeps his meaning in obſcurity too long; and is con» 
trary to the clearneſs of his ſtyle. 

| Ut quamvis avido 
is too ambitious an ornament to be his, and 
Gratum opus agricolis, 
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are all words unneceſſary, and independent of what 
he had ſaid before. 
Horrentia Martis arma, 

is worſe than any of the reſt. Horrentia is ſuch a flat 
epithet, as Tully would have given us in his verſes. 
It is a mere filler to ſtop a vacancy in the hexameter, 
and conuect the preface to the work of Virgil. Our 
author ſeems to found a charge, and begins like the 
clangur of a trumpet z 

Arma virumque cano ; Trojz qui primus ab oris. 

Scarce a word without an R, aud the vowels for 
the gr cater part ſonorous. The prefacer began with 
Me cgo, which he was conſtrained to patch up in the 
fourth line with At nunc, to make the ſeuſe cohere. 
And if buth thuſe words are not notorious botches, I 
am much decrived, though the French tranſlator thinks 
otherwiſe. For my own part I am rather of the opi- 
nion that they were added by Tucca and Varius than 
retreacked. 

I know it may be anſwered by ſuch as think Virgil 
the author of the four lines; that he aſſerts his title 
to the ZEneis in the beginning of this work, as he did 
to the two former in the laſt lines of the fourth Geor- 
tic. I will not reply otherwiſe to this than by defi- 
ring them to compare theſe four lines with the four 
others ; which we know are his, becauſe no poet but 
be alone could write them. If they cannot diſtinguiſh 
creeping from flying, let them lay down Virgil, and 
take up Ovid de Ponto, in his ſtead. My maſter 
Oz needed 
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needed not the aſſiſtance of that preliminary poet to 
him to be the king, amidſt a thouſand courtiers. It 
was a ſuperfluous office, and therefore | would not 
ſet thoſe verſes in the front of Virgil ; but have rejec- 
ted them to my own preface. 

I, who before, with ſhepherds in the groves, 

Sung to my oaten pipe their rural loves, 

And iſſuing thence, compelPd the neighb'ring field 

A plentcous crop of riſing corn to yield, 

Manur d the glebe, and ſtock'd the fruitful plain, 

(A poem grateful to the greedy fwain,) &c. 

E there be not a tolcrable line in all theſe fix, the pre- 
facer gave me no occaſion to write better. This is a 
juſt apology in this place. But I have done great 
wrong to Virgil in the whole tranſlation : want of 
time, the inferiority of our language, the inconveni- 
ence of rhyme, and all the other excuſes I have made, 
may alleviate my fault, but cannot juſtify the bold» 
neſs of my undertaking. What avails it me to ac- 
knowledge freely, that I have not been able to do him 
right in any line? For even my own confeffion makes 
againſt me; ard it will always be returned upon me, 
Why then did you attempt it? To which no other 
anſwer can be made, than that I have done him leſs 
injury than any of his former libellers. 

What they called his picture, had been drawn at 
length, ſo many times, by the daubers of aimouſt all 
nations, and ill fo unlike him, that I fuatched up 

the 
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the pencil with diſdain : being ſatisfied beforehand, 
that I could make fome ſmall reſemblance of him, 


though I muſt be content with a worſe likeneſs. A 
fixth Paſtoral, a Pharmaceutria, a fingle Orpheus, and 
ſome other features, have been exadtly taken: but 
thoſe holiday-authors write for pleaſure, and only 
ſhewed us what they could have done, if they would 
have taken pains to perform the whole. 

Be pleafed, my lord, to accept with your wonted 
goodneſs this unworthy prefent which I make you. 
I have taken off one trouble from you, of defending 
it, by acknowledging its imperfections : and though 
fome part of them are covered in the verſe ; (as Eric- 
thonius rode always in a chariot to hide his lameneſs) 
fuch of them as cannot be concealed you will pleaſe - 
to connive at, though in the ſtrifineſs of your judg- 
ment you cannot pardon. If Homer was allowed to 
nod ſometimes in fo long a work, it will be no won» 
der if I often fall aſleep. You took my Aureng-zeb 
into your protection with all his faults: and I hope 
here cannot be ſo many, becauſe I tranſlate an author 
who gives me ſuch examples of correftneſs. What 
my jury may be | know not, but it is good for a cri= 
minal to plead before a favourable judge; if I had ſaid 
partial, would your lordſhip have forgiven me? Or 
will you give me leave to acquaint the world that I 
have many times been obliged to your bounty fince 
the revolution? Though I never was reduced to beg 
2 charity, nor ever had the impudence to aſk one, ei- 


Oz their 
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ther of your lordſhip or your noble kinſman the cart 
of Dorſet, much le ſe of any other; yet when I leaſt 
expected it you have both remembered me. So inhe- 
rent it is in your family not to forget an old ſervant. 
It looks rather like ingratitude on my part, that where 
F have been fo often obliged. I have appeared fo ſl 
dom to return my thanks; and where I was alfo fo 
fure of being well received. Somewhat of lazineſs 
was in the cafe ; and ſomewhat too of modeſty : but 
nothing of difreſpe&t, or unthankfulneſs. I will not 
fay that your lordſhip has encouraged me to this pre- 
ſumption, left if my labours meet with no ſucceſs in 
public, I may expoſe your jud ment to be cenſured. 
As for my own enemies, ! ſhall never think them worth 
an anſwer ; and if your lordſhip has any, they will not 
dare to arraign you for want of knowledge in this art, 
till they can produce ſomewhat better of their own, 
than your Eſſay on Poetry. It was on this confidera- 
tion that I have drawn out my preface to fo great a 
length Had I not addreſſed to a poet, and a critic 
of the firſt magnitude, I had myſelf been taxed for 
want of judgment, and ſhamed my patron for want 
of underſtanding. But neither will you, my lord, ſo 
ſoon be tired as any other, becauſe the diſcourſe is on 
your art: neither will the learned reader think it te- 
dious, becauſe it is ad clerum. At leaſt, when he be- 
_ gins to be weary, the church-doors are open. That 
I may peruſe the allegory with a ſhort prayer, aftera 
ſermon: y 
* Mlay 
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May you live happily and long, for the fervice of 
your country, the encouragement of good letters, 
and the ornament of poetry ; which cannot be wiſhed 


more earneſtly by any man than by 
. Your Lordſhip's 


moſt humble, moſt obliged, 


and moſt obedient Servant, 


JOHN_DRYDEN. 


| 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

THE Trojans, after a ſeven years voyage, ſet fail for Italy, 
but are overtaken by the dreadful ſtorm, which Zvlus 
raiſes at Juno's requeſt. The tempeſt finks one, and 
ſcatters the reſt: Ner tune drives off the winds, and calms 
the ſea. Ancas with his own ſhip, and fix more, arrives 
fafe at an African port. Venus complains to Jupiter of 
ber ſon's misfortunes. Jupiter comforts her, and ſends 
Mercury to procure him a kind reception among the 
Carthaginians. ZEneas going out to difcover the country, 
meets his mother in the ſhape of an huntreſs, who con- 
veys him in a cloud to Carthage, where he ſces his friends 
whom he thought loſt, and receives a kind entertainment 
from the qucen. Dido by a device of Venus begins to 
have a paſſion for him, and after ſome diſcourſe with him, 
deſires the hiſtory of his adventures, ſince the ſiege of 
Troy, which is the ſfubje& of the two fullowing books. 


Aus, and the man I fig, who fore'd by fate, 
And haughty Juno's unrelenting hate ; 
Expell'd and exil'd, left the Trojan thore, 
Long labours, both by fea and land he bore ; 
And in the doubtful war, before he won s 
The Latian realm, and built the deſtin d town: 
She 
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She ponder'd this, and fear'd it was in fate, ? 


Nor cou'd forget the war ſhe wag'd of late, 

For conqu'ring Greece againſt the Trojan ftate. 3; 

His baniſh'd gods reftor'd to rites divine, 

And ſettl'd ſure ſucceſſion in his line: 

From whence the race of Alban fathers come, 

And the long glories of majeſtic Rome. 10 
O! Muſe, the cauſes and / e crimes relate, 

What goddeſs was provok'd, and whence her hate; 

For what offence the queen of heav'n began 

To perſecute fo brave, fo juſt a man 

Jnvolv'd his anxious life in endleſ cares, Is 

Expos'4 to wants, and hurry'd into wars! 

Can hcav*aly minds ſuch high reſentment ſhow, 

Or exerciſe their ſpite in human woc? 

Againft the Tiber's mouth, but far away, 

An ancient town was ſeated? on the fea; 2% 

A Tyrian colony, the pevp!- made | 

Stout for the war, and ſt.Jious of their trade, 

Carthage the name, belov'd by Jui more 

Than her own Argos, or the Samian ſhore. 

Here ſtood her chariot, here, if hcav'n were kind, 2g 

The feat of awful empire ſhe Cefign'd. | 

Yet ſhe had heard an ancient rumour fly, 

(Long cited by the people of the ſky) 

That times to come ſhou d fee the Trojan race | 

Her Carthage ruin, and her tow'rs deface : _ | 

Nor thus conſind, the yoke of for'reign ſway, 
Shuu'd on the necks of all the nations lay. 

Beſides | 
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Beſides long cauſes working in her mind, 
And ſecret feeds of envy lay behind. 
Deep graven in her heart, the doom remain'd 
Of partial Paris: and her form diſdain'd : 
The grace beſtow'd on raviſh'd Ganymed, 40 
Electra's glories, and her injur'd bed. 
Each was a cauſe alone, and all combin'd 
To kindle vengeance in her haughty mind. 
For this, far diſtant from the Latian coaſt, 
She drove the remnants of the Trojan hot : 4s 
And ſev'n long years th' unhappy wand' ring train, 
Were toſs d by ſtorms, and ſcatter'd thro” the main. 
Such time, ſuch toil requir'd the Roman name, 
Such length of labour for ſo vaſt a frame. 
Now fcarce the Trojan fleet with fails and dars, 30 
Had left behind the fair Sicilian ſhores : 
Eat"ring with chearful ſhouts the wat' ry reign, 
And ploughing frotby furrows in the main : 
The queen of heav'n did thus her fury vent. 33 
Then am I vanquiſh'd, muſt I yield, faid ſhe, 
And muſt the Trojans reign in Italy? 
So fate will have it, and Jove adds his force, 
Nor can my pow'r divert their happy courſe. 
Cou'd angry Pallas, with revengeful ſpleen, 60 
The Grecian navy burn, and drown the men? 
She for the fault of one offending foe, 
The bolts of Jove himſelf pre ſum'sd to throw: 
With whirlwinds from beneath ſhe toſo'd the ſhip, 
And bare cxpos d the buſum of the deep: 


65 
Then 
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Then, as an eagle gripes the trembling game, 

The wretch yet hiffing with ber father's flame; 

She ſtrongly feiz'd, and with a burning wound, 

Transfixed and naked, on a rock ſhe bound. 

But 1, who walk in awful ſtate above, ” 

The majeſty of heav'n, the fiſter-wife of Jove, 

For length cf years my fruitleſs force employ 

Againſt the thin remains of ruined Troy. 

What nations now to Juno's pow'r will pray, 

Or off rings on my lighted altars lay? 7s 
Thus rag'd the goddeſs, and with fury fraught, 

The reſtleſs regions of the ſtorms ſhe ſought. 

Where in a ſpacious cave of living ſtone, 

The tyrant Zolus from his airy throne, 

With pow'r imperial curbs the ſtruggling winds, 80 

And ſounding tempeſts in dark priſons binds. 

This way, and that, th' impatient captives tend, 

And preſſing for releaſe, the mountains rend. 

High in his ball, th* undaunted monarch ſtands, 

And ſhakes his ſcepter, and their rage commands: 85 

Which did he not, their unreſiſted fway 

Wou'd ſweep the world before them in their way: | 

Earth, air and ſcas thro* empty ſpace wou's roll, 

And heav'n wou'd fly before the driving foul. 

In fear of this the father of the gods gc 

Confin'd their fury to thoſe dark abodes, 

And lock'd em fafe within, oppreſs d with moun- 

tain loads: 
Impos'd a king, v ith arbitrary ſway, 
Tv luvlc their tetters, oi their force allay. 
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To whom the ſuppliant queen her pray' rs addreſt, 
And thus the tenor of her ſuit expreſs'd. 96 
O Zolus! for to thee the king of heav'n 
The pow'r of tempeſts, and of winds has giv'n: 
Thy force alone their fury can reſtrain, 
And ſmooth the waves, or ſwell the troubPd main: 
A race of wand”ring ſlaves, abhorr'd by me, 101 
With proſpꝰ rous paſſage cut the Thuſcan ſea: 
To fruitful Italy their courſe they ſteer, 
And for their vanquiſh'd godsdefign newtemples there. 
Raiſe all thy winds, with night involve the fkies, 104 
Sink or diſperſe my fatal enemies. 
Twice ſev'n, the charming daughters of the main, 
Around my perſon wait, and bear my train : 
Succeed my wiſh, and ſecond my deſign, | 
The faireſt, Deiopeia, ſhall be thine ; 110 
And make the father of a happy line. 
To this the god Tis your's, O queen! to will 
The work, which duty binds me to fulfil. 
Are all the preſents of your bounteous hand; 115 
Your's is my ſov'reign's grace, and as your gueſt, 
I fit with gods at their celeſtial feaſt. 
Raiſe tempeſts at your pleaſure, or ſubdue, 
Diſpoſe of empire, which I hold from you. 
He faid, and hur''d againſt the mountain fide 120 
His quiv”ring ſpear, and all the god apply'd. 
The raging winds ruſh thro? the hollow wound, 
And dance aloft in air, and ſkim along the ground: 
Vor. II. P Then 
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Then ſettling on the ſea, the ſurges ſweep, 

South, eaſt, and weſt, with mix'd confuſion roar, 
And roll the foaming billows on the ſhore. 

The cables crack, the failors fearful cries 

Aſcend ; and fable night involves the ſkies, 

And heav'n itſelf is raviſh'd from their eyes. 4 


Loud peals of thunder from the poles enſue, 


Then flaſhing fires the tranſient light renew: 

The face of things a frightful image bears, 

And preſent death in various forms appears. 

Struck with unuſual fright, the Trojan chief, 135 
With lifted hands and eyes, invokes relief. 

And thrice, and four times happy thoſe, he cry'd, 
That under lian walls before their parents dy'd. 


Why cou'd not I by that ſtrong arm be lain. 24c 
And lie by noble Hector on the plain: 

O great Sarpedon, in thoſe bloody fields, 

Where Simois rolls the bodies and the ſhields 

Of heroes, whoſe diſmember d hands yet bear 

The dart aloft, and clench the pointed fpear ? 245 
And rent the ſheets; the raging billows rife, 

And mount the toſſing veſſel to the ſkies : 

Nor can the ſiiv'ring oars ſuſtain the blow, 140 
The galley gives her ſide, and turns her prow: 
While thoſe aſtern deſcending down the ſteep, 


Tydides, braveſt of the Grecian train, ? | 


Three 


2 


| 
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Three ſhips were hurry'd by the ſouthern blaft, 
And on the ſecret ſhelves with fury caſt. 134 


Thoſe hidden rocks th” Auſonian ſailors knew, 
They call'd them altars, when they roſe in view, 
And ſhow'd their ſpacious backs above the flood, 
Three more, fierce Eurus in his angry mood 
Daſh'd on the ſhallows of the moving ſand, 160 
And in mid ocean left them moor'd a-land. 
Orontes barque that bore the Lycian crew, 
(A horrid fight) ev'a in the hero's view, 
From ſtem to ſtern, by waves was overborn, 
The trembling pilot, from his rudder torn, 165 
Was headlong hurPd, thrice round the ſhip was toſt, 
Then bulg d at once, and in the deep was loſt ; 
And here and there above the waves were ſeen 
The ſtouteſt veſſel to the ſtorm gave way, 170 
And ſuck'd thro? looſen'd planks the ruſhing ſea. 
lVioneus was her chief: Alethes old, 
Achates faithful, Abas young and bold, 
Endur'd not leſs; their ſhips, with gaping ſeams 
Admit the deluge of the briny ſtreams. 173 
Of raging billows breaking on the ground: 
Diſpleas'd, and fearing for his wat'ry reign, 
He rear'd his awful head above the main: 
Serene in majeſty, then roll'd his eyes 130 
Around the ſpace of earth, and feas, and ſkies. 
He faw the Trojan fleet difpers'd, diftrefs'd, 
By ftormy winds and wint'ry heav'n oppreſa d. 

Pa 


Clear from the rocks the veſſels with their hands, 
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Full well the god his ſiſt er's envy knew, 

And what her aims and what her arts purſue: 285 
He ſummon'd Eurus and the weſtern blaſt, | 
And firſt an angry glance on both he caſt : 

Then thus rebuk'd ; audacious winds ! from whence 
This bold attempt, this rebel infolence ? 

Is it for you to ravage ſeas and land, 190 
Unauthoriz'd by my ſupreme command ? 

To raife fuch mountains on the troubl'd main ? 


Whom I—But firſt tis fit, the billows to reſtrain, 
Ard then you ſhall be taught obedience to my reign. 
Hence, to your lord my royal mandate bear, 19 | 
The realms of ocean and the fields of air | | 
Are mine, not his ; by fatal lot to me 
The liquid empire fell, and trident of the ſea. 

His pow'r to hollow caverns is confin'd, 

There let him reign, the jailor of the wind: 2c0 
And boaſt and bluſter in his empty hall. 

He ſpoke, and while he ſpoke he ſmooth'd the ſea, 
Diſpell'd the darkneſs and reftor'd the day: 
Cymothoe, Triton, and the fea green train 

Ot beauteous nymphs, 1 


—_— 


And opes the deep and ſpreads the moving ſands ; 
n 
His finny courſers, and in triumph rides, 


The god himſelf with ready trident ſtands, 5 
The waves unrufſle, and the fea ſublides. . 
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As when in tumults riſe th” ignoble crowd, 

Mad are their motions, and their tongues are loud; 
And ftones and brands in rattling vollies fly, 21S 
And all the ruftic arms that fury can ſupply ; 

If then ſome grave and pious man appear, 

They huſh their noiſe, and lend a lining ear; 

He ſooths with fober words their angry mood, 

And quenches their innate deſire of blood: 220 
$o when the father of the flood appears, 

And o'er the ſeas his ſov'reign trident rears, 

Their fury fails ; he ſkims the liquid plains, : 


High on his chariot, and with looſen'd reins, 

The weary Trojans ply their ſhatter'd oars, 236 

To neareſt land, and make the Libyan ſhores. 
Within a long receſs there lies a bay, 

An iſland ſhades it from the rolling ſea, 

And forms a port ſecure for ſhips to ride, 7 


Broke by the jutting land on either fide : 
In double ſtreams the briny waters glide. _ 
Betwixt two rows of rocks, a ſylvan ſcene 
Appears above, and groves for ever green: 
A grott is form'd beneath, with moſly ſeats, 235 
To reſt the Nereids, and exclude the heats : 
Down thro? the crannies of the living walls 
The cryſtal ſtreams deſcend in murm'ring falls. 
No haulſers need to bind the veſſels here, 
Nor bearded anchors, for no ſtorms they fear. 3240 
The thin remainders of the ſcatter'd fleet. 

P3 | The 
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The Trojans, worn with toils, and ſpent with woes, 
Leap on the welcome land, and ſeek their wiſh'd repoſe. 
Firſt, good Achates, with repeated ſtrokes 245 
Of claſhing ſlints, their hidden fire provokes ; 

Short flame ſucceeds a bed of wither'd leaves, 

The dying ſparkles in their fall receives : 
Caught into life, in fiery fumes they rile, 

The Trojans, dropping wet, or ſtand around 

The chearful blaze, or lie along the ground ; 

Some dry their corn infected with the brine, 

Then grind with marbles, and prepare to dine. 
Eneas climbs the mountain's airy brow, 253 
And takes a proſpect of the ſeas below: 

If Capys thence, or Antheus he cou'd ſpy, 

Or ſee the ſtreamers of Caicus fly: 

No veſſcls were in view; but, on the plain, 

Three beamy ſtags command a lordly train 260 
Of branching heads, the more ignoble throng 
Attend their ſtately ſteps, and lowly graze along. 
He ſtood, and while ſecure they fed below, 

He took the quiver and the truſty bow 
Achates us'd to bear, the leaders firſt 265 
He laid along, and then the vulgar pierc'd ; 

Nor ceas'd his arrows, till the ſhady plain 

Sev'n mighty bodies with their blood diſtain. 

For the ſev'n ſhips he made an equal ſhare, 

And to the port return'd triumphant from the war. 
The jars of gen'rous wine, (Accites? gift, 272 
When his Trinacrian ſhores the navy left) * 
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He ſet abroach, and for the feaſt prepar d, 

In equal portions with the ven'ſon ſhar d. 

Thus while he dealt it round, the pious chief, 275 

With chearful words allay'd the common grief: 

Endure and conquer, Jove will ſoon diſpoſe 

To future good our paſt and preſent woes. 

With me the rocks of Scylla you have try'd, 

Th” inhuman Cyclops and his den defy d. 280 

What greater ills hereafter can you bear? 

Reſume your courage, and diſmiſs your care. 

An hour will come, with pleaſure to relate 

Your forrows paſt, as benefits of fate. 

Thro” various hazards and events we move 235 

To Latium and the realms foredoom'd by Jove. 

Call'd to the feat (the promiſe of the ſkies) 

Where Trojan kingdoms once again may riſe. 

Endure the hardſhips of your preſent ſtate, 

Live and reſerve yourſclves for better fate. 290 
Theſe words he ſpoke, but ſpoke not from his heart; 

His outward ſmiles conceaPd his inward ſmart : 

The jolly crew, unmindful of the paſt, 

The quarry ſhare, their plenteous dinner haſte ; 


The limbs yet trembling, in the cauldrons boil : 296 
Some on the fire the reeking entrails broil. 
Stretch'd on the graſſy turf, at caſe they dine, 
Reſtore their ſtrength with meat, and chear their ſouls 
with wine. 
Their hunger thus appeas'd, their care attends 300 
The doubtful fortune of their abſent friends; 
Alternate 
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Alternate hopes and fears their minds poſſeſs, 
Whether to deem em dead or in diſtreſs. 
Above the reſt, Eneas mourns the fate 

Of brave Orontes, and th” uncertain ſtate 30s 
Of Gyas, Lycus, and of Amycus: 

The day, but not their forrows ended thus. 

When, from aloft, almighty Jove ſurveys 

Earth, air, and ſhores, and navigable ſeas, 

At length on Libyan realms he fixt his eyes, 310 
Whom, pond'ring thus on human miſeries, 

When Venus ſaw, ſhe with a lovely look, 

Not free from tears, her heav'nly fire beſpoke. 

O king of gods and men, whoſe awful hand 
Diſperſes thunder on the ſeas and land, 815 
Diſpoſes all with abſolute command: 
How cou'd my pious ſon thy pow'r incenſe, 
Or what, alas! is vanquiſh'd Troy's offence ? 
Our hope of Italy not only loſt 
On various ſeas, by various tempeſts toſt, 
But ſhutfrom ev ry ſhore, and barr'd from 
You promis'd once a progeny divine, 
Of Romans rifing from the Trojan line, 
In after-times ſhou'd hold the world in awe, 
And to the land and ocean give the law. 325 
How is your doom revers'd, which eas'd my care? 
When Troy was ruin'd in that cruel war. 
Then fates to fates I cou'd oppoſe ; but now, 
When fortune ſtill purſues her former blow, 
What can I hope? What worſe can ſtill ſucceed? 336 
What end of labours has our will decreed ? 

| Antenor, 
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Antenor, from the midſt of Grecian hoſts, 
Cou'd paſs fecure, and pierce th* Myrian coaſts: 
Where rolling down the ſteep, Timavus raves, 
And thro” nine channels diſembogues his waves. 335 
At length he founded Padua's happy feat, 
And gave his Trojans a ſecure retreat: 
There fix'd their arms, and there renew'd their name, 
And there in quiet rules, and crown'd with fame : 
But we, deſcended from your ſacred line, 340 
Entitled to your heav'n, and rites divine, 
Are baniſh'd earth, and for the wrath of one, 
Remov'd from Latium, and the promis'd throne. 
Are theſe our ſcepters? theſe our due rewards ? 
And is it thus that Jove his plighted faith regards ? 
To whom, the father of immortal race, 346 
With which he drives the clouds, and clears the ſkies, 
Firſt gave a holy kiſs, then thus replies: 

Daughter, diſmiſs thy fears: to thy defire 35S 
The fates of thine are fix'd, and ftand entire. 
Thou ſhalt behold thy wiſh'd Lavinian walls, 
And, ripe for heav'n, when fate Eneas calls; 
Then ſhalt thou bear him up, ſublime, to me, 
No councils have revers'd my firm decree : 35$ 
And Icft new fears diſturb thy happy ſtate, 
Know, I have fearch'd the myſtic rolls of fate: 
Thy ſon (nor is th* appointed ſeaſon far) 
In Italy ſhall wage ſucceſsful war; 
Shall tame fierce nations in the bloody ficld, 360 

Till 
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Till, after ev'ry foe ſubdu d, the fun 
Thrice thro” the figns his annual race ſhall run: 
This is his time prefix'd. Aſcanius then, 

Now call'd Iulus, ſhall begin his reign. 36G 
He thirty rolling years the crown ſhall wear, 

Then from Lavinium ſhall the ſeat transfer, 

And, with hard labour, Alba-longa build, 

The throne with his ſucceffion ſhall be fill'd ; 
Three hundred circuits more, then ſhall be ſeen, 356 
Mia the fair, a prieſteſs and a queen; 

Who full of Mars, in time, with kindly throws, 
Shall at a birth two goodly boys diſcloſe. 

The royal babes a tawny wolf ſhall drain, 

Then Romulus his grandfire's throne ſhall gain; 375 
Of martial tow'rs the founders ſhall become, 

The people Romans call, the city Rome. 

To them no bounds of empire I affign, 

Nor term of years to their immortal line. 

Ev'n haughty Juno, who with endleſs broils 386 
Earth, feas, and heav'n, and Jove himſelf turmoilsz 
At length aton'd, her friendly pow'r ſhall join, 

To cheriſh and advance the Trojan line. 

The ſubject world ſhall Rome's dominion own, 
And proſtrate ſhall adore the nation of the gown. 385 
An age is ripening in revolving fate, 

When Troy ſhall overturn the Grecian ſtate ; 

And ſweet revenge her conqu'ring ſons ſhall call, 
To cruſh the people that confpir'd her fall. 

Then Czfar from the Julian ſtock ſhall riſe, 390 


Whoſe empire ocean, and whoſe fame the ſkies 
Alone 
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Alone ſhall bound: whom, fraught with Eaſtern ſpoils, 
Our heav'n, the juſt reward of human toils, 
Securely ſhall repay with rites divine ; 
And incenfe ſhall aſcend before his facred ſhrine. 39g 
Then dire debate and impious war ſhall ceaſe, 
And the ſtern age be ſoften'd into peace: 
Then baniſh'd faith ſhall once again return, 
And veſtal fires in hallow'd tempels burn, 
The righteous laws, and fraud and force reſtrain. 
Janus himſclf before his fane ſhall wait, 
And keep the dreadful iſſues of his gate, 
With bolts and iron bars: within remains 
Imprifon'd fury, bound in brazen chains: 404 
High on a trophy rais'd of uſcleſs arms 
He fits, and threats the world with vain alarms. 

He faid, and ſent Cyllenius with command 
To free the ports, and ope the Punic land 
To Trojan gueſts, leſt ignorant of fate, 410 
Down from the ſteep of heav'n Cyllenius flies, 
And clcaves with all his wings the yielding ſkies : 
Soon on the Libyan ſhore defcends the god, 
Performs his meſſage, and diſplays his rod; 415 
The ſurly murmurs of the people ceaſe, 
And as the fates requir'd they give the peace. 
The queen herſelf ſuſpends the rigid laws, 
The Trojans pities, and protects their cauſe. 

Mean time, in ſhades of night Eneas lies; 428 
Care ſciz'd his ſoul, and fleep forfook his eyes. 

But 
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But when the ſun reſtor' d the chearful day, 

He roſe, the coaſt and country to furvey, 

Anxious and eager to diſcover more : | 

It look'd a wild uncultivated ſhore ; . as 
But whether human kind, or beaſts alone 

Poſſeſs d the new-found region, was unknown. 
Beneath a ledge of rocks his fleet he hides; 

Tall trees ſurround the mountains ſhady ſides; 

The bending brow above a ſafe retreat provides. 
Arm'd with two pointcd darts, he leaves his friends, 
And true Achates on his ſteps attends. 

Lo, in the deep receſſes of the wood, 

Before his eyes his goddeſs mother ſtood ; 

A huntreſs in her habit and her mein, 435 
Her dreſs a maid, her air confeſs'd a queen. 

Bare were her knees, and knots her garments bind ; 
Looſe was her hair, and wanton'd in the wind; 

Her hand ſuſtain'd a bow, her quiver hung behi 

She ſeem'd a virgin of the Spartan blood; I 


With ſuch array Harpalice beſtrode 

Her Thracian courſer, and out-ftripp'd the rapid 

Ho! ſtrangers! have you lately ſeen, ſhe ſaid, 

One of my fiſters, like myſelf array'd, 

Who croſt the lawn, or in the forcſt ſtray d? 

A painted quiver at her back ſhe bore, 
Vary'd with ſpots, a Lynx's hide ſhe wore, 

And at full cry purſu'd the tuſky boar ? 

Thus Venus; thus her fon reply'd again: 

None of your ſiſters have we heard or ſeen, 450 
| O virgin! 
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O virgin! or what other name you bear 
Above that ſtile ; O more than mortal fair! 

Your voice and mien celeſtial birth betray! 

If, as you ſeem, the ſiſter of the day; 

Or one at leaſt of chaſte Diana's train, ASS 
Let not an humble ſuppliant ſue in vain 

But tell a ſtranger, long in tempeſts toſt, 

What earth we tread, and who commands the coaſt? 
Then on your name ſhall wretched mortals call, 

And offer*'d victims at your altars fall. 460 
dare not, ſhe reply d, aſſume the name 


Of goddeſs, or celeſtial honours claim; 


For Tyrian virgins bows and quivers bear, 

And purple buſkins o'er their ancles wear. 

Know, gentle youth, in Libyan lands you are, 463 
A people rude in peace, and rough in war. 

The rifing city which from far you fee 

Is Carthage, and a Tyrian colony. 
Phoenician Dido rules the growing ſtate, 

Wh rom Tr om er rotate x 
Great were her wrongs, her ſtory full of fate, 

Which I will ſum in ſhort. Sichæus known 

For wealth, and brother to the Punic throne, 
Poſſefs'd fair Dido's bed; and either heart | 
At once was wounded with an equal dart. 47s 
Her father gave her, yet a ſpotleſs maid ; 
Pygmalion then the Tyrian ſcepter ſway'd ; 


One who contemn'd divine and human laws. 
Then ſtrife enſu'd, ans ns gat the ents. 
Vor. II. Q The 
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The monarch, blinded with defire of wealth, 40 

With ſteel invades his brother's life by ſtealth ; 

Before the facre altar made him bleed, 

And long from her conceal the cruel deed ; 

Some tale, ſome new pretence he daily coin'd, 

To foothe his fiſter, and delude her mind. 485 

At length, in dead of night, the ghoſt appears 

Of her unhappy lord: the ſpectre ſtares, 

And with erected cyes his bloody boſom bares. 

The cruel altars, and his fate he tells, 

And the dire ſecret of his houſe reveals. 490 

Then warns the widow, and her houſho!d gods, 

To ſeek a refuge in remote abodes. 

Laft, to ſupport her in ſo long a way, 

Ke ſhews her where his hidden treaſure lay. 

Admoniſhed thus, and feiz'd with mortal fright, 495 

The queen provides companions of her flight : 

They meet, and all combine to leave the ſtate, 

Who kate the tyrant, or who fear his hate. 

They ſfeiz'd a ficet, which ready rigg'sd they find; 

Nor is Pygmalion's treafure left behind. 300 

The veſlels, heavy laden, put to ſca 

With proſp'rous winds; a woman leads the way. 

1 know not, if by ſtreſs of weather driv'n, 

Or was their fatal courſe diſpos'd by heav'n ! 

At laſt they landed, where from far your eyes ze 

May view the turrets of new Carthage rife : 

There bought a ſpace of ground, which Byrſa call'd 

From the bull's hide, they firſt inclos'd, and wall'd. 
But 
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But whence are you, what country claims your birth? 
What ſeek you, ftrangers, on our Libyan earth? 520 
To v hom, with ſorrow ſtreaming from his eyes, 
And debe figiung, thus her fon replies: 
Coulu you with patience hear, or I relate, 
O ayinph! the tedious annals of our fate! 
Turo“ ſuch a train of woes if I ſhould run, 315 
The du would ſooner than the tale be done ! 
From ancient Troy, by force expell'd, we came, 
If you by chance have heard the Trojan name: 
On various ſeas, by various tempeſts toſe d, 
At length we landed on your Libyan coaſt : 526 
The good Zncas am I call'd, a name, 
While fortune favour d, not unknown to fame: 
My houſhold gods, companions of my woes, 
With pious care I reſcu'd from our foes, 
To fruit. 1 Haly my courſe was bent, _ 
And from the king of heav'n is my deſcent. 
With twice ten fail | crofs'd the Phrygian fea ; 
Fate and my mother goddeſs led my way. 
$carce ſev'n, the thin remainder of my fleet, 
From ſtorms preferv'd, within your harbour meet: 
My ſelt diftreſs'd, an exile, and unknown, 431 
Debarr'd from Europe, and from Afia thrown, 
In Libyan deſerts wander thus alone. 
His tender parent could no longer bear, 
But, interpoſing, ſought to ſooth his care. 53$ 
Whoe'er you are, not unbelos'd by heav'n, 
Since on our friendly ſhore your ſhips are driv'n, 
Q2z Have 
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Have courage : to the gods permit the reſt, 
And to the queen expoſe your juſt requeſt. 
Now take this earneſt of ſuceeſs for more: 549 
Your ſcatter'd fleet is join'd upon the ſhore z 

The winds are chang'd, your friends from danger free, 
Or I renounce my {kill in augury. 

T weive ſwans behold in beauteous order move, 

And ſtoop with clofing pinions from above; 545 
Whom late the bird of Jove had driv'n along, 

And thro? the clouds purſu'd the ſcatt'ring throng z 
Now all united in a goodly team, 

They ſkim the ground, aud feck the quiet ſtream. 
And ride the circuit of the ſkies in rings; 

Not otherwiſe your ſhips, and ev'ry friend, 
Alrcady hold the port, or with ſwift fails deſcend. 
No more advice is needful, but purſue 

The path before you, and the town in view. 634 
Thus having faid, ſhe turn d, and made appear 

Her neck refulgent, and diſhevell'd hair; 

Which, flowing from her ſhoulders, reach'd the ground, 
And widely ſpread ambroſial ſcents around: 

In length of train deſcends her ſweeping gown, 360 
And by her grace ful walk the queen of love is known. 
The prince purſu'd the parting deity 

With words like theſe : Ah, whither doſt thou fly ? 
Unkind and cruel, to deceive your fon 

In borrow'd ſhapes, and his embrace to ſhunz 363 
Never to bleſs my fight but thus unknown, 
And ſtill to ſpeak in accents not your own. 


Againſt 


—— — 
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Againſt the goddeſs theſe complaints he made, 

But took the path, and her commands obey d. 

They march obſcure, for Venus kindly ſhroud ; 370 
With mitts their perſons, and involves in clouds; 
That thus unſeen their paTage none might ſtay, 

Or force to tell the cauſes of their way. 

This part perform'd, the goddeſs flies ſublime, 

To viſit Paphos, and her native clime ; 973 
Where garlands ever green, and ever fair, 

With vows are offer'd,, and with folemn pray'r; 

A hundred altars in her temple ſmoke, 

A thouſand blceding hearts her pow'r invoke. 

They climb the next aſcent, and looking down, 380 
Now at a nearer diſtance view the town: 

The prince with wonder ſees. the ſtately tow'rs, 
Which late were huts, and ſhepherds homely bow'rs; 
The gates and ftreets; and hears from ev'ry part 
The noiſe and buſy concourſe of the mart. 3% 
The toiling Tyrians on each other call, 

To ply their labour: ſome extend the wall, 

Some build the citadel ; the brawny throng 
Or dig, or puſh unwicldly ſtones along. 389 
Some for their dwellings chooſe a ſpot of ground, 
Which firſt defign'd with ditches they ſurround. 
Some laws oroain, and ſome attend the choice 

Of holy ſenates, and cle by voice. 

Here ſome defign a mole, while others there 

Lay deep foundations for a theatre : 494 
For ornaments of ſcenes, and future view. 

| Q3 Such. 
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Such is their toil, and ſuch their buſy pains, 

As exerciſe the bees in low'ry plains ; 

When winter paſt, and ſummer ſcarce begun, bes 
Invites them forth to labour in the fun : 

Some lead their youth abroad, while ſome congenſe 
Their liquid ſtore, and ſome in cells diſpenſe. 

Some at the gate ſtand ready to receive 

The golden burden, and their friends relieve. 6g 
All with united force combine to drive 

The lazy drones from the laborious hive ; 

With envy ſtung, they view each other's deeds ; 
The fragrant work with diligence proceeds. 

Thrice happy you, whoſe walls already riſe, 619 
ZEneas ſaid, and view'd with lifted eyes, 

Their lofty tow'rs ; then entering at the gate, 
Conccal'd in clouds, (prodigious to relate) 

He mix'd unmark'd among the buſy throng, 

Borne by the tide, and paſs'd unſeen along. 615 
Full in the center of the town there ſtood, 

Thick ſet with trees a venerable wood: 

The Tyrians landed near this holy ground, 

And digging here, a proſp'rous omen found: 

From under earth a courſer's head they drew, 620 
Their growth and future fortune to foreſhew ; 

This fated fign their foundreſs Juno gave, 

Of a ſoil fruitful, and a people brave. 

Sidonian Dido here with ſolemn ſtate 

Did Juno's temple build and conſecrate; 625 
Enrich'd with gifts, and with a golden fhrine, 

But more the goddeſs made the place divine. 
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On brazen ſteps the marble threſhold roſe, 

And brazen plates the cedar beams incloſe: 

The rafters are with brazen cov'rings crown'd, 639 
The lofty doors on brazen hinges ſound. 

What firſt ZEneas in this place beheld 
Reviv'd his courage, and his fear expell'd. 

For while, expecting there the queen, he rais'd 

His wond'ring eyes, and round the temple gaa d; 635 
Admir'd the fortune of the riſing town, 

The ſtriving artiſts, and their arts renown 

He ſaw in order painted on the wall, 
Whatever did unhappy Troy befall ; 
The wars that fame around the world had blown, 649 
All to the life, and ev'ry leader known. 

There Agamemnon, Priam here he ſpies, 

And fierce Achilles, who both kings defies. 

He ſtopp'd, and weeping faid, O friend! ev'n here 
The monuments of Trojan woes appear ! 643 
Our known diſaſters fill ev'n foreign lands: 

See there, where old unhappy Priam ſtands ! 

Ev'n the mute walls relate the warrior's tame, 

And Trojan griefs the Tyrians pity claim. 

He faid ; his tears a ready paſſage find, | 650 
Devouring what he ſaw fo well defign'd; | 
And with aa empty picture fed his mind. 

For there he ſaw the fainting Grecians yield, 

And here the trembling Trojans quit the field, 
Purſu'd by fierce Achilles thro” the plain, 655 
On his high chariot driving o'er the ſlain. 


The 
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The tents of Rheſus next his grief renew, 

By their white fails betray'd to nightly view. 

And wakeful Diomede, whoſe cruel fword 679 
The centries flew, nor ſpar d their ſiumbꝰ ring lord. 
Then took the fiery ſteeds, ere yet the food 

Of Troy they taſte, or drink the Xanthian flood. 
E!ſ-where he ſaw where Troiius defy d 


Achilles, and unequal combat try'd. 
Then where the boy difarm'd, with looſened reins, 
Was by his horſes hurry'd o'er the plains : 666 


The hoſtile ſpear yet ſticking in his wound, 
With tracks of blood infcrib'd the duſty ground 
Mean time the — 


Hung by the neck and hair, and dragg'd around, } 


To Pallas“ fane in long proceſſion go, 671 

In hopes to reconcile their heav'uly foe : 

They weep, they beat their breaſts, they rend their 
hair, 

And rich embroider'd vefts for preſents bear: 

But the ftern goddeſs ſtands unmox'd with pray'r 

Thrice round the Trojan walls Achilles drew 676 

The corps of Hector, whom in fight he flew. 

Here Priam ſues; and there for ſums of gold 


The lifeleſs body of his fon is fold. 
So ſad an object, and fo well expreſs'd, 680 
Drew fighs and groans from the griev'd hero's breaſt: 
To fee the figure of his lifeleſs friend, 


And his old fire his helpleſs hand extend. 
Himſelf he ſaw amidſt the Grecian train, 
Mix'sd in tue bloody battle on the plain. 685 
And 
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And ſwarthy Memnon in his arms he knew, 

His pompous enſigns, and his Indian crew. 
Pentheſilca there, with haughty grace, 

Leads to the wars an Amazonian race: 

In their right hands a pointed dart they wield, 690 
The left for ward ſuſtains the lunar ſhield. 

Athwart her breaſt a golden belt the throws, 

Amidft the preſs alone provokes a thouſand foes, 
And Cares her maiden arms to manly force oppoſe. 
Thus while the Trojan prince employs his eyes, 69g 
Fix'd on the walls with wonder and ſurpriſe, 

The beauteous Dido, with a num'rous train, 

And pomp of guards, aſcends the ſacred fanes 
$uch on Eurotas' banks, or Cynthus“ height, 

Diana ems; and fo ſhe charms the fig.it, 200 
When in the dance the graceful goddeſs leads 

The quite of nymphs, and overtops their heads. 
Known by ter quiver and her lofty mien, 

She walks majeuic, and ſhe looks their queen: 
Latona fees nher thine above the reſt, 703 
And teeds with tecret joy her ſilent breaſt. 

Such Dido was; with ſuch becoming ſtate, 

Amidſt the crowd ſhe walks ſcrenely great. 

Their labour to her future ſway ſhe ſpeeds, 

And paſung with a gracious glance proceeds; te 
Then mounts the throne, high plac'd before the ſhrine z 
In crowds around, tie ſwarming people join. 
She takes petitions, and diſpenſes laws, 
Hears and determines ev'ry private cauſe. 


Their 
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Their taſks in equal portions ſhe divides, 715 
And where une qual, there by lots decides. 

Another way by chance Encas bends 

His eyes, and unexpected ſees his friends: 

Antheus. Sergeſt-'s grave, Cloanthus ſtrong, 
And at their backs a mighty Trojan throng, 720 
Whom late the tempeit on the billows toſt, 

And widely ſcatter'd on another coaſt. 

The prince, unſeen, ſurpris d with wonder ſtands, 
And longs with joyful haſte to join their hands : 

But doubtful of the wiſh'd event, he ftays, 725 
And from the hollow cloud his friend ſurveys: 
Impatient ti!! they told their preſent ſtate, 

Ard whcre they left their ſhips, and what their fate; 
And why they came, and what was their requeſt : 
For the ſe vere ſent commiſſion's by the reſt, 930 
To c for leave to land their fickly men, 

And gain xomiſion to the gracious queen. 

Fut'ring, with cries they fiil'd the holy fane 

Then thus with !owly voice Hioneus began: 

O queen, indulg'd by favour of the gods 73s 
To found an empire in theſe new abodes; 
To build a town, with ftatutes to reſtrain 
The wild inhabitants beneath thy reign; 

We wretched Trojans, tofo'd on ev'ry ſhore, 
From fea to fea, thy clemency implore : 
Forbid the fires our ſhipping to deface, 
Receive th” unhappy tugitives to grace, 

And ſpare the remnant of a picus race. 
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We come not with defign of waſteful prey, 
To drive the country, force the ſwains away; 745 
Nor ſuch our ſtrength, nor ſuch is our deſire, 
The vanquiſh'd dare uot to ſuch thoughts aſpire. 
A land there is, Heſperia nam'd of old, 
The ſoil is fruitful, and the men are bold ; 

Th” Oenotrians held it once, by common fame, 7230 
Now calPd Italia, from the leader's name: 

To that ſweet region was our voyage bent, 

When winds, and ev'ry warring element, 
Diſturb'd cur courſe, and far from ſight of land, 
Caſt our torn veſſels on the moving fand : 758 
The ſea came on; the ſouth with mighty roar 
Diſpers'd and daſh'd the reſt upon the rocky ſhore. 
Thoſe few you ſee eſcapꝰd the ſtorm, and fear, 
Uuleſs you interpoſe, a ſhipwreck here; 

What men, what monſters, what inhuman race, 766 
What laws, what barb'rous cuſtoms of the place, 
Skut up a deſert ſhore to drowning men, 

And di ĩve us to the cruel feas again! 

If our hard fortune no compaſſion draws, 

Nor koſpitable rites, nor human laws, 765 
The gods are juſt, and will revenge our cauſe, 
#neas was our prince, a juſter lord 

Or nobler warrior, never drew a fword ; 
Obſervant of the right, religious of his word. 

Vf yet he lives, and draws his vital air, 770 
Nor we his friends of iafety ſhall deſpair, 

Nor you, great queen, theſe offices repent, 
Which he will equal, aud perhaps augment. 
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We want not cities, nor Sicilian coaſts, 

Where king Aceſtes Trojan lineage hoaſts. 77s 

Permit our ſhips a ſhelter on your ſhores, 

Re fitted from your woods with planks and oars 

That if our prince be ſafe, we may renew 

Our deſtin'd courſe, and Italy purſue. 

But if, O beſt of men, the fates ordain 780 

That thou art ſwallow'd in the Libyan main : 

And if our young Iulus be no more, 

Diſmiſs our navy from the friendly ſhore ; 

That we to goud Aceſtes may return, 

And with our friends our common loſſes mourn. 

Thus ſpoke llioneus ; the Trojan crew 

With cries and clamours his requeſt renew. 

The modeſt queen a while, with downcaſt eyes, 

Ponder'd the ſpeech ; then briefly thus replies. 
Trojans, diſmiſs your fears: my cruel fate, 796 

And doubts attending an unſettled ſtate, 

Force me to guard my coaſt from foreign foes : 

Who has not heard the ſtory of your woes? 

The name and fortune of your native place, 

The fame and valour of the Phrygian race ? 795 

We Tyrians are not fo devoid of ſenſe, 

Nor fo remote from Phoebus? influence. 

Whether to Latian ſhores your courſe is bent, 

Or driv'n by tempeſts from your firſt intent, 

You ſeck the good Accſtes* government, dcc 

Your men ſhall be receiv'd, your fleet repair d, 

And fail, with ſhips of couvoy for your guard: 
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Or would you ſtay, and join your friendly pow rs 
To raiſe and to defend the Tyrian tow'rs, 
My wealth, my city, and myſelf are yours. 8 
And would to heav'n the ſtorm you felt would bring 
My people ſhall, by my command, explore 
The ports and creeks of ev'ry winding ſhore ; 
And towns, and wilds, and ſhady woods, in queſt 2:0 
Of fo renown'd and fo defir'd a gueſt. | 
Rais'd in his mind the Trojan hero ſtood, 
And long'd to break from out his ambient cloud; 
Achates found it, and thus urg'd his way : 
From whence, O goddefs-born, this long delay? 825 
What more can you defire, your welcome fure, 
Your fleet in ſafety, and your friends ſecure ? 
One only wants, and him we faw in vain 
Oppoſe the ſtorm, and ſwallow'd in the main. 
Orontes in his fate our forfeit paid, 820 
The reſt agrees with what your mother ſaid. 
Scarce had he ſpoken, when the cloud gave way, 
The miſts flew upward, and diffolv'd in day. 
The Trojan chief appear'd in open fight, 
Augutt in viſage, and ſerenely bright. 126 
His mother goddeſs, with her hands divine, 
Had form'd his curling locks, and made his temples 
ſhine ; 

And breath'd a youthful vigour on his face ; 
Like poliſh'd iv'ry, beauteous to behold, $30 
Or Parian marble, when enchas'd in gold; 

Vor. I. R Thus 


194 VIRGIL's KENES. Boox l. 
Thus radiant from the circling cloud he broke, 
And thus with manly modefty he ſpoke. 

He whom you ſeek am I; by tempeſts toſfs'd, 
And fav'd from ſhipwreck on your Libyan coaſt ; 835 
Preſenting, gracious queen, before your throne, 
A prince that owes his life to you alone. 
Fair majeſty, the refuge and redreſs 
Of thoſe whom fate purſues, and wants oppreſs. 
You, who your pious offices employ 840 
To fave the relics of abandon'd Troy, 
Receive the ſhipwreck'd on your friendly ſhore, 
With hoſpitable rites relieve the poor: 
Aſociate in your town a wand”ring train, | 
And ftrangers in your palace entertain. 35 
Who ſcatter'd thro” the world in exile mourn ? 
The gods (if gods to goodneſs are inclin'd) 
If acts of mercy touch their heav'nly mind ; 
And more than all the gods, your gen'rous heart, 850 
Conſcious of worth, requite its own deſert ! 
In you this age is happy, and this earth; 
And parents more than mortal gave you birth. 
While rolling rivers into ſeas ſhall run, 
And round the ſpace of heav'n the radiant fun; 85g 
While trees the mountain-tops with ſhades ſupply, 
Your honour, name, and praiſe ſhall never die. 
Whate'er abode my fortune has aſlign'd, 
Yeur image ſhall be prefent in my mind. 
n Thus 


Boox l. VIRGIL's ZANETS. 195 

Thus having ſaid, he turn'd with pious haſte, 860 

And joyful his expecting friends embrac'd: 

With his right hand Ilioneus was grac'd, : 

Sergeſtus with his left ; then to his breaſt 

Cloanthus and the noble Gyas preſs d; 

And fo by turns deſcended to the reſt. 86; 
The Tyrian queen ſtood fix*'d upon his face, 

Pleas'd with his motions, raviſh'd with his grace z 

Admir'd his fortunes, mere admir'd the man; 

What fate, O goddeſs-born, what angry pow'rs 870 

Have caſt you ſhipwreck'd on our barren ſhores ? 

Are you the great Eneas, known to fame, 

Who from celeſtial feed your lineage claim ! 

The fame Eneas, who fair Venus bore 

To fam'd Anchiſes on th* Idean ſhore ? 87s 

It calls into my mind, tho” then a child, 

When Teucer came from Salamis cexil'd ; 

And ſought my father's aid to be reſtor d: 

My father Belus then with fire and fword 

Invaded Cyprus, made the region bare, $30 

And conqu'ring, finiſh'd the ſucceſsful war. 

From him the Trojan fiege I underſtood, 

Your foe himſelf the Dardan valour prais'd, 

And his own anceſtry from Trojans rais'd. 23g 

Enter, my noble gueſt, and you ſha! find, 

If not a coſtly welcome, yet a kind: 

For I myſelf, like you, have been diſtreſs'd, 

Till heav'n afforded me this place of reſt. 

R 2 
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Like you an alien in a land unknown. 390 
I learn to pity woes ſo like my own. 1 
She ſaid, and to the palace led her gueſt, | 
Then of*r'd incenſe, and proclaim'd a feaft. | 
Nor yet leſs careful for her abſent friends, | 
Twice ten fat oxen to the ſhips ſhe ſends ; 395 
Befides a hundred boars, a hundred lambs, 

With bleating cries, attend their milky dams. 

And jars of gen'rous wine, and ſpacious bowls, 

She gives, to chear the ſai ors drooping ſouls. 

Now purple hangings clothe the palace walls, gco 
And ſumptuous featts are made in ſplendid halls : | 
On Tyrian carpets, richly wrought, they dine, 

With loads of maſſy plate the fide-boards ſhine. 

And antique vaſes all of gold emboſs'd, 

(The gold itſelf inferior to the coſt,) 903 
Of curious work, where on the ſides were ſeen 5 


The fights and figures of illuſtrious men, 
From their firſt founder to the preſent queen. 
The good neas, whofe paternal care 

Iutus? abſence could no longer bear, 910 
Diſpatch'd Achates to the ſhips in haſte, | 
To give a glad relation of the paſt; | 
And, fraught with precious gifts, to bring the boy, 
Snatch'd from the ruins of unhappy Troy: 


A robe of tiſſue, fliff with golden wire 915 
An upper veſt, once Helen's rich attire, 

From Argos by the fam'd adultreſs brought, 
With golden flow'rs and winding fuliage wrought ; 
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Her mother Leda's preſent, when ſhe came 

To ruin Troy, and ſet the world on flame. 929 

The ſcepter Priam's eldeſt daughter bore, 

Her orient necklace, and the crawn ſhe wore ; 

Of double texture, glorious to behold, 

Inſtructed thus, the wiſe Achates goes; 925 

And in his Ailigence his duty ſhows. 

But Venus, anxious for her fon's affairs, 

New counſels tries, and new deſigns prepares: 

That Cupid ſhould aſſume the ſhape and face 

Of ſweet Aſcanius, and the ſprightly grace; 939 

Should bring the preſents in her nephew's ſtead, 

And in Eliza's veins the gentle poiſon ſhed. 

For much ſhe fear'd the Tyrians, double-tongu'd, 

And knew the town to Juno's care belong d. 934 

Theſe thoughts by night her golden ſlumbers broke, 

And thus alarm'd, to winged love ſhe ſpoke. 

My ſon, my ſtrength, whoſe mighty pow'r alone 

Controuls the thund”rer on his awful throne ; 

To thee thy much- afflicted mother flics, 

And on thy ſuccour and thy faith relies. 940 

Thou know'ft, my ſon, how Jove's revengeful wife, 

By force and fraud, attempts thy brother's life; 

And often haſt thou mourn'd with me his painsz 

Him Dido now with baniſhment detains, 

But I ſuſpect the town where Juno reigns. gas 

For this, tis needful to prevent her art, 

And fire with love the proud Phœnician's heart: 
R3 A love 
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A love fo violent, ſo ſtrong, fo ſure, 
As neither age can change, nor art can cure. 
How this may be perform'd, now take my mind : 
Aſcanius by his father is deſign'd 931 
To come with preſents laden from the port, 
To gratify the queen, and gain the court. 
I] mean to plunge the boy in pleaſing ſleep, 
And, raviſh'd, in Idalian bow'rs to keep, 95s 
On high Cytkera ; that the ſweet deceit 
May paſs unſeen, and none prevent the cheat, 
Take thou his form and ſhape. I beg the grace 
But only for a night's revolving ſpace ; 
'Thyſelf a boy, aſſume a boy's diſſembled face. 960 
That when amidft the fervour of the feaſt, 
The Tyrian hugs and fonds thee on her breaſt, 
And with ſweet kiffes in her arms conſtrains, 
Thou may ſt infuſe thy venom in her veins. 
The god of love obeys, and fets afide 
His bow and quiver, and his plumy pride: 
He walks Iulus in his mother's fight, 
And in the ſweet reſemblance takes delight. 

The goddeſs then to young Aſcanius flies, 
And in a pleafing ſlumber ſeals his eyes; 970 
Lull'd in her lap, amidſt a train of loves, 
She gently bears him to her bliſsful groves; 
Then with a wreath of myrtle crowns his head, 
And ſoftly lays him on a flow'ry bed. 
Cupid mean time aſſum' d his form and face 97 
Following Achates with a ſhurter pace; 
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And brought the gifts. The queen, already ſat 
Amidſt the Trojan lords, in ſhining ſtate, 

High on a golden bed : her princely gueſt 

Was next her fide, in order fat the reſt. 980 


Thꝰ attendants water for their hands ſupply, 
And having waſh'd, with filken towels dry. 
Next fifty handmaids in long order bore 
The cenſers, and with fumes the gods adore. 383 
Then youths, and virgins twice as many, join 
To place the diſhes, and to ferve the wine. 
The Tyrian train, admitted to the feaſt, 
Approach, and on the painted couches reſt. 
All on the Trojan gifts, with wonder gaze, 990 
His roſy · colour d cheeks, his radiant eyes, 
His motions, voice, and ſhape, and all the gods dif- 
guiſe. 
Nor paſs unprais'd the veſt and veil divine, 
But far above the reſt, the royal dame, 996 
(Already doom'd to love's diſaſtrous flame ;) 
With eyes infatiate, and tumultuous joy, 
Behol s the preſents, and admires the boy. 
The guileful god about the hero long oco 
With children's play, and falſe embraces hung ; 
Ther: ſought the queen : ſhe took him to her arms, 
With grec«y pleaſure, and devour'd his charms. 
Unhappy Dido little thought what gueſt, 
How dire a god ſhe drew ſo near her breaſt. 100g 
But 


Then caniſters with bread are heap'd on high, : 
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But he, not mindleſs of his mother's pray'r, 

Works in the pliant boſom of the fair, 

And moulds her heart anew, and blots herformer care. 

The dead is to the living love refign'd, 

And all Eneas enters in her mind. 1010 
Now when the rage of hunger was appeas' d, 

The meat remov'd, and ev'ry gueſt was pleas'd, 

The golden bowls with ſparkling wine are crown'd, 

And thro? the palace chearful cries reſound : 

From gilded roofs depending lamps diſplay 1c 13 

Nocturnal beams, that emulate the day. 

A golden bowl, that ſhone with gems divine, 

The queen commanded to be crown'd with wine, 

The bowl that Belus us'd, and all the Tyrian line. 

Then filence thro” the hall proclaim'd, ſhe ſpoke : 

© hoſpitable Jose! we thus invoke, 1020 

With ſolemn rites, thy facred name and pow'r! 

Bleſs to both nations this auſpicious hour. 

So may the Trojan and the Tyrian line _ 

In laſting concord from this day combine, 1025 

Thou, Bacchus, god of joys and friendly cheer, 

And gracious Juno, both be preſent here: 

And you, my lords of Tyre, your vows addreſs 

To heav'n with mine, to ratify the peace. 

The goblet then ſhe took, with nectar crown'd, c 30 


= 


(Sprinkling the firſt libations on the ground,) FLY) 
And rais'd it to her mouth with ſober grace, IC 


£/ 
Then fipping, offer d to the next in place. : 37 


Twas Bitias whom ſhe call'd, a thirſty foul, "ox 
He took the challenge, and embrac'd the bowl: 1033 


With 
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With pleafure fwill'd the gold, or ceas d to draw, 
Till he the bottom of the brimmer faw. 

The goblet goes around: Iopas brought 

His golden lyre, and fung what ancient Atlas taught. 
The various labours of the wand”ring moon, 1046 
And whence proceed th” eclipſes of the fun. 

Th” original of men and beaſts ; and whence 

The rains ariſe, and fires their warmth diſpenſe ; : 
And fix'd and erring ſtars diſpoſe their influence. 
What ſhakes the ſolid earth, what cauſe delays 104 
The ſummer nights, and ſhortens winter days. 
With peals of ſhouts the Tyrians praiſe the ſong 3 
Thoſe peals are echo'd by the Trojan throng. 
Th' unhappy queen with talk prolong'd the night, 
And drank large draughts of love with vaſt delight. 
Of Priam much enquir'd, of Hector more; 2041 
Then aſk'd what arms the ſwarthy Memnon 
What Troops he landed on the Trojan ſhore. 
The ſteeds of Diomede vary'd the diſcourſe, 
At length, as fate and her ill ſtars requir'd, 

To hear the ſeries of the war deſir d: 

Relate at large, my god-like gueſt, ſhe ſaid, 

The Grecian ſtratagems, the town betray d; 

The fatal iſſue of fo long a war, ic 60 


Tour flight, your wandrings, and your woes declare. 
For fince on ev ry ſea, on ev'ry coaſt, 

Your men have been diſtreſs'd, your navy toſfs'd, 
Sev'n times the ſun has either tropic view'd, 

The winter baniſh d, and the ſpring renew'd. 1c65 
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THE ARGUMENT, 
neas relates how the city of Troy was taken after a ten 
years ſiege, by the treachery of Sinon, and the ſtratagem 
of a wooden horſe. He declares the fixed refolution he 
had tab en not to ſurvive the ruins of his country, and the 
various adventures he met with in the defence of it: at 
laſt, having been before adviſed by HeQtor's ghoſt, and 
now by the appearance of his mother Venus, he is pre» 
vailed upon to leave the town, and ſettle his houſhold 
gods in another country. In order to this, he carries off 
his father on his ſhoulders, and leads his little fon by the 
hand, his wife following him behind. When he comes 
to the place appointed for the general rendezvous, he 
finds à great confluence of people, but miſſes his wife, 
whoſe ghoſt afterwards appears to him, and tells him the 


Sw ne Ge garde many 

When from his lofty couch he thus began: 
Great queen, what you command me to relate 
Renews the fad remembrance of our fate: 
An empire from its old foundations rent, 4 
And ev'ry woe the Trojans underwent; 
A peopled city made a deſert place; 


Boox IM. VIRGIL's ZANETS. 265 
Not ev'n the hardeſt of our foes could hear, 
Nor ftern Ulyſſes tell without a tear. 
And now the latter watch of waſting night, 
And ſetting ſtars to kindly reft invite. 
But fince you take ſuch int'reft in our woe, 
And Troy's diſaſtrous end defire to know; 
What in our laſt and fatal night befel. 

By deſtiny compell'd, and in deſpair, 
The Greeks grew weary of the tedious war; 
And by Minerva's aid a fabric rear'd, 
Which like a ſteed of monſtrous height appear d; 20 
The fides were plank'd with pine ; they feign'd it made 
For their return, and this the vow they paid. 
Thus they pretend, but in the hollow fide, 
Selected numbers of their ſoldiers hide: 
With inward arms the dire machine they load, ag 
And iron bowels ſtuff the dark abode. 
In fight of Troy, lies Tenedos, an iſle, 
(While fortune did on Priam's empire ſmile) 
Renown'd for wealth ; but fince a faithleſs bay, 
Where ſhips expos'd to winds and weather lay. 30 
There was their fleet conceal'd: we thought for Greece 
The ſails were hoiſted, and our fears releaſe. 
The Trojans coop'd within their walls fo long, 
Unbar their gates, and iffue in a throng, 
The camp deſerted where the Grecians lax: 


The 
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The quarters of the ſev'ral chiefs they ſhow's, 

Here Phoenix, here Achilles made abode, 

Here join'd the battles, there the navy rode. 

Part on the pile their wond”ring eyes employ, 40 
(The pile by Pallas rais'd to ruin Troy.) 

Thymztes firſt (tis doubtful whether hir d, 

Or io the Trojan deſtiny requir'd) 

Mov'd that the ramparts might be broken down, 
To lodge the monſter fabric in the town. 45 
But Capys, and the reſt of ſounder mind, 

The fatal preſent to the flames deſign d, 

Or to the wat'ry deep; at leaſt to bore 

The hollow fides, and hidden frauds explore : 


The giddy vulgar, as their fancies guide, 30 


With noiſe ſay nothing, and in parts divide. 
Laocoon, follow'd by a num'rous crowd, 

Ran from the fort, and cry'd from far aloud, 

O wretched countrymen ! what fury reigns? 54 
What more than madneſs has poſſeſe'd your brains? 
Think you the Grecians from your coaſts are gone, 
And are Ulyffes' arts no better known ? 

Within its blind receſs our ſecret foes; 
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Or *tis an engine rais'd above the town, 60 


T' &'crlook the walls, and then to batter down. 

Somewhat is ſure defign'd, by fraud or force; 

Truſt not their preſents, nor admit the horſe. 

Thus having faid, againſt the ſteed he threw 

His forceful ſpear, which, hiſſing as it flew, 65 
Pierc'd 
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Pierc'd thro” the yielding planks of jointed wood, 

And trembling in the hollow belly ſtood. 

The fides tranfpierc'd, return a rattling found, 

And groans of Greeks inclos'd come iffuing thro? the 
wound. 


And had not heav'n the fall of Troy defign'd, 7 


Or had not men been fated to be blind, 
Enough was faid and done, t' infpire a better mind: 
Then had our lances pierc'd the treachꝰrous wood, 
And llian tow'rs, and Priam's empire ſtood. 
Mean time with ſhouts the Trojan ſhepherds bring -5 
A captive Greek in bands before the king : 
Taken, to take ; who made himſelf their prey, 
i impoſe on their belief, 2nd Troy betray. 
Fix'd on his aim, and obſtinately bent 
To die undaunted, or to eircumvent. $2 
About the captive tides of Trojans flow ; 
All preſs to ſee, and ſome inſult the foe. 
Now hear how well the Greeks their wiles difguis'd, 
Behold a nation in a man compris'd. 
Trembling the miſcreant ſtood, unarm'd and bound; 
He ſtar d, and rall'd his haggar'd eyes around: $6 
Then faid, Alas! what earth remains, what ſea 
Is open to receive unhappy me ! 
What fate a wretched fugitive attends, 
Scorn'd by my foes, abandon'd by my friends. 90 
He faid, and figh'd, and caft a rueful eye: 
Our pity kindles, and our paſſions die. 
We chear the youth to make his own defence, 
And freely tell us what he was and whence : 

Vor. II. 8 What 
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What news he could impart we long to know, 9 
And what to credit from a captive foe. 

His fear at length diſmifs'd, he faid, whate'er 
My fate ordains, my words ſhall be fincere : 
I neither can, nor dare my birth diſclaim, 
Greece is my country, Sinon is my name : 100 


Tho” plung'd by fortune's pow'r in miſery, 
Tis not in fortune”s pow'r to make me lye. 
If any chance has hither brought the name 
Of Palamedes, not unknown to fame, 
Who ſuffer'd from the malice of the times, 105 
Accus d and ſentenc'd for pretended crimes 
Becauſe the fatal wars he would prevent; 
Whoſe death the wretched Greeks too late lament; 
Me, then a boy, my father poor and bare 
Of other means, committed to his care; uf 
His kinſman and companion in the war. 
While fortune favour d, while his arms ſupport 
The cauſe, and rul'd the counſels of the court, 
I made ſome figure there; nor was my name 
Obſcure, nor I without my ſhare of fame. 113 
Had made impreſſion in the people's hearts, 
And forg'd a treaſon in my patron's name, 
(I ſpeak of things too far divulg'd by fame) 
My kinſman fell ; then I, without ſupport, 120 
In private mourn'd his loſs, and left the court. 
Mad as I was, I could not bear his fate 
With ſilent grief, but loudly blam'd the ſtate, 

And 
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And curs'd the direful author of my woes: 


"Twas told again, and hence my ruin roſe. 125 
I threaten'd, if indulgent heav'n once more 

Would land me ſafcly on my native ſhore, 

His death with double vengeance to reſtore. 

This mov'd the murd'rer's hate, and ſoon enſu*d 
TY effects of malice from a man ſo proud. 130 
Ambiguvus rumours thro” the camp he ſpread, 

And fought, by treaſon, my devoted head: 

New crimes invented, left unturn'd no ſtone, 

To make my guilt appear, and hide his own: 134 
Till Calchas was by force and threat*ning wrought : 
But why—why dwell I on that anxious thought? 

If on my nation juſt revenge you ſeek, 

And *tis t” appear a foe t' appear a Greek; 

Already you my name and country know, 

Aſſuage your thirſt of blood, and ſtrike the blow: 14s 
My dcath will both the kingly brothers pleaſe, 

And ſet inſatiate Ithacus at eaſe. 

This fair unfiniſh'd tale, theſe broken ſtarts, 
Rais'd expectations in our longing hearts, | 
Unknowing as we were in Grecian arts. 143 
His former trembling once a ain renew'd, 

With acted fear the villain thus purſu'd. 

Long had the Grecians (tir'd with fruitleſs care, 
And weary'd with an unſucceſsful war,) 
Refolv'd to raiſe the fiege, and leave the townz 250 
And had the gods permitted, they had gone. 

But oft the wint'ry ſeas, and ſouthern winds, 
Withſtoud their paſſage home, and chang'd their minds. 
S3 Portens 
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Portens and prodigies their fouls amaz'd, 
But moſt when this ſtupenduous pile was rais'd. 233 
Then flaming meteors, bung in air were ſcen, 
And thunders rattled thro” a ſky ferene : 
Diſmay'd, and fearful of ſome dire event, 
Eurypilus t' enquire their fate was ſent ; 
He trom the gods this dreadful anſwer brought: 160 
O Grecians, when the Trojan ſhores you fought, 
Your paſſage with a virgin's blood was bought ; 
So muſt your ſafe return be bought again, 
And Grecian blood once more atone the main. 
The ſpreading rumour round the people ran; 16 
All fear'd, and each believ'd himſelf the man. 
Ulyffes took th? advantage of their fright ; 
Call'd Calchas, and produc'd in open fight ; 
Then bade him name the wretch ordain'd by fate, 
The public victim to redeem the ftate. 170 
Already ſome preſag' d the dire event, 
And ſaw what ſacrifice Ulyſſes meant. 
For twice five days the good old feer withſtood 
Th' intended treaſon, and was dumb to blood. 
Till tir'd with endleſs clamours, and purſuit 275 
Of Ithacus, he ſtood no longer mute; | 
But, as it was agreed, pronounc'd that I 
Was deftin'd by the wrathful gods to die. 
All prais'd the ſentence, pleas'd the ftorm ſhould fall 
On one alone, whoſe fury threaten'd all. 130 
Their leaven'd cakes, ard fillets for my hair. 

I follow'd 
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I follow'd nature's laws, and muſt avow 
I broke my bonds, and fled the fatal blow. 
Hid in a weedy lake all night I lay, 


Secure of ſafety when they ſail'd away. 


But now what further hopes for me remain, 
To ſce my friends or native foil again? 

My tender infants, or my careful fire ; 
Whom they returning will to death require ? 
Will perpetrate on them their firft defign, 
And take the forfeit of their heads for mine ? 
Which, O! if pity mortal minds can move! 
If there be faith below, or gods above ! 

If innocence and truth can claim deſert, 

Ye Trojans, from an injur'd wretch avert. 


Falſe tears true pity move: the king commands 


To looſe his fetters, and unbind his hands : 


Then adds theſe friendly words: Diſmiſs thy fears, 
Forget the Greeks, be mine as thou wert theirs: 200 


But truly tell, was it for force or guile, 
Or ſome religious end, you rais'd this pile ! 


Thus faid the king. He, full of fraudful arts, 


This well-inventecd tale for truth imparts : 


Ye lamps of heav'n! he faid, and lifted high 205 


His hands now free, thou venerable ſky, 
Inviolable powers, ador'd with dread, 
Ye fatal fillets, that once bound this head, 


Te facred altars, from whoſe flames I fled ! 


Be all of you abjur'd; and grant I may, 


Without a crime, th” ungrateful Greeks betray ! 
Reveal 


83 
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Reveal the ſecrets of the guilty ftate, 

And juſtly puniſh whom I juſtly hate 

But you, O king, preſcrve the faith you gave, 

If I, to fave myſelf, your empire fave. 215 
The Grecian hopes, and all th” attempts they made, 
Were only founded on Minerva's aid. 

But from the time when impious Diomede, 

Her fatal image from the temple drew, 220 
The ſleeping guardians of the caſtle flew, 

Her virgin ſtatue with their bloody hands 

Polluted, and prophan'd her holy bands : 

From thence the tide of fortune left their ſhore, 
And ebb'd much faſter than it flow*'d before: 225 
Their courage languiſh'd, as their hopes decay'd 
And Pallas, now averſe, refus'd her aid. 

Nor did the goddeſs doubtfully declare 

Her alter'd mind, and alienated care: 

When firſt her fatal image touch'd the ground, 230 
She fteruly caſt her glaring eyes around; 

That ſpark!cd as they rolPd, and ſeem'd to threat: 
Her beav*nly limbs diſtill'd a briny ſweat. 
Thrice from the ground ſlie leap*d, was feen to wield 
Her brandiſli'd lance, and ſhake her horrid ſhield. 235 
Then Calchas bade our hoſt for flight prepare, 

And hope no conqueſt from the tedious war: P 
Till firſt they fail'd for Greece; with pray'rs beſought 
Her injur d pow'r, and better omens brought. 


And 
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And now their navy ploughs the wat'ry main, 240 
Yet ſoon expect it on your ſhores again, 
With Pallas plcas'd ; as Calchas did ordain. 
But firſt, to reconcile the blue-ey'd maid, 
For her ſtol'n ſtatue, and her tow'r betray'd; 
Warn'd by the ſcer, to her offended name 245 
We rais'd, and dedicate this wond”rous frame: 
$0 lofty, leſt thro” your forbidden gates 
| It paſs, and intercept our better fates. 
For, once admitted there, our hopes are loſt, 
And Troy may then a new Palladium boaſt. 250 
For fo religion and the gods ordain, 
That if you violate with hands prophane 
Minerva's gift, your town in flames ſhall burn, 
(Which omen, O ye gods, on Græcia turn!) 
But if it climb, with your aſſiſting hands, 255 
The Trojan walls, and in the city ſtands, 
Then Troy ſhall Argos and Mycenz burn, 
And the reverſe of fate on us return. 

With fuch deceits he gain'd their cafy hearts, 
Too prone to credit his perfidious arts. 260 


A thouſand ſhips, nor ten years fiege had done; 
Falie trars and fawning words the city won. 

A greater omen, and of worſe portent, 

Did our unwary minds with fear torment ; — 
Concurring to produce the dire event. | 
Laocoon, Neptune's prieſt by lot that year, 

With ſolemn pomp then facrific'd a ſteer : 

When, 
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When, dreadful to behold, from ſea we ſpy'd 

Two ſerperts rank'd abreaſt the ſeas divide, — 
Their flaming ereſts above the waves they ſliow, 
Their bellies ſeem to burn the ſeas below: 

Their ſpeckled tails advance to ſteer their courſe, 254 
And on the founding ſhore the fy mg billows force. 
And now the ftrand, and now the plan they held, 
Their ardent eyes with bloody ſtreaks were filPd : 
Their nimble tongues they brandiſh'd as they came, 
And lick'd their hiſſing jaws that ſputtcr'd flame. 

We fled amaz'd ; their deſtin'd way they take, 280 
And to Laocoon and his children make: 

And firft around the tender boys they wind, 


Then with their ſharpen'd fangs their limbs and bo- 


dies grind. 

The wretched father, running to their aid 

With pious baſte, but vain, they next invade: 285 
Twice round his waiſt their winding volumes roll'd, 
The prieſt, thus doubly choak d, their creſts divide, 
And tow'ring oer his head in triumph ride. 

With both his bands he labours at the knots, 290 
His holy fillets the blue venom blots : 

Thus, when an ox receives a glancing wound, 


He breaks his bands, the fatal altar flies, 294 


And with loud bellowings breaks the yielding ſkies. 
Their: 
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Their taſks perform'd, the ſerpents quit their prey, 

And to the tow'r of Pallas make their way: 

Couch'd at her fect they lie protected there, 

By her large buckler and portended ſpear. 

Amazement ſcives all; the gen'ral cry 300 

Proclaims Laocoon juſtly doom'd to die, 

Whoſe hand the will of Pallas had withſtood, 

And dar'd to violate the facred wood. 

All vote t'admit the ſtecd, that vows be paid, 

And incenſe offer'd to th” offended maid. 303 

A ſpacious breach is made, the town lies bare, 

Some hoiſting leavers, ſome the wheels prepare, 

And faſten to the horſes feet : the reſt 

With cables hawl along th” unwieldy beaſt. 

Each on his fellow for aſſiſtance calls; 310 

At length the fatal fabric mounts the walls, 

Big with deſtruction. Boys with chaplets crown'd, 

And quires cf virgins ſing and dance around. 

Thus rais'd aloft, and then deſcending down, 

It enters o'er our heads, and threats the town. 315 

O ſacred city, built by hands divine! 

O valiant heroes of the Trojan line! 

Four times he ſtuck ; as oft the claſhing found 

Of arms was heard, and inward groans rebound 

Yet mad with zeal, and blinded with our fate, 320 

We hal along the horſe in ſolemn ſtate ; 

Then place the dire portent within the tow'r 

Caſſandra cry d, and curs'd th* unhappy hour; 

Foretold our fate; but by the gods decree 

All heard, and none belicv'd the prophecy. 325 
With 
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With branches we the fancs adorn, and waſte 

In jollity the day ordain'd to be the laſt. 

Mean time the rapid heav'ns roll'd down the light, 

And on the ſhat᷑ ed ocean ruſh'd the night: 

Our men ſecure, nor guards nor centries held, 330 

But eaſy ſlecp their weary limbs compell'd. 

The Grecians had embark d their nv pow'rs 

From Tenedos, and fought our well known ſhores : 

Safe under covert of the filent night, 

And guided by th” imperial galley's light. 338 

When Sinon, favour'd by the partial gods, 

Unlock'd the horſe, and op'd his dark abodes; 

Reftor'd to vital air our hidden ſocs, 

Who joyful from their long confinement roſe. 

Tyſander bold, and Sthenelus their guide, 340 

And dire Ulyſſes down the cable flide : 

Thea Thoas, Athamas, and Pyrrhus haſte, 

Nor was the Podalyrian hero laſt: | 

Nor in jur d Menelaus, nor the ſam'd 

Epeus, who the fatal engine fram'd. 34$ 

A namelcſs crowd ſucceed; their forces join 

T” invade the town, oppreſs'd with fleep and wine. 

Then to their fel. os they unbar the gate. 

Twas in the dead of night, when ſleep repairs 350 

Our bodies worn with toils, our minds with cares, 

When Hector's ghoſt before my fight appears, 

A bloody ſhrowd he ſcem'd, and bath'd in tears. 

Such as he was, when, by Pelides flain, 

Theſſalian courſers dragg d him o'er the plain. 355 
Swoln 


| 
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Swoln were his feet, as when the thongs were thruſt 
Thro? the bor d holes, his body black with duſt. 
Unlike that Hector, who return'd from toils 

Of war triumphant, in acian ſpoils ; 

And lanch'd againſt their navy Phrygian fire. 

His hair and beard ſtood ſtiffen'd with his gore, 

And all the wounds he for his country bore 

Now fſtream'd afreſh, and with new purple ran: 
I wept to fee the viſionary man: 5 
And while my trance continu'd, thus began. 

O light of Trojans, and ſupport of Troy, 

Thy father's champion, and thy country's joy ! 

O, long expected by thy friends! from whence 

Art thou ſo late return'd for our defence? 370 
Do we bchold thee, weary'd as we are, 

With length of labours, and with toils of war? 


After ſo many fun'rals of thy own, 

Art thou reftor'd to thy declining town ? 274 
But ſay, what wounds are theſe ? what new diſgrace 
Deforms the manly features of thy face ? 376 
To this the ſpectre no reply did frame, 


But anſwer*d to the cauſe for which he came: 

And groaning from the bottom of his breaſt, 379 

This warning, in theſe mournful words, expreſa'd. 

O goddeſs-born ! eſcape, by timely flight, 

The flames and horrors of this fatal night : 

The foes already have poſſeſs'd the wall, 

Troy nods from high, and totters to her fall. 
Enough 
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Enough is paid to Priam's royal name, 335 
More than enough to duty and to fame. 

If by a mortal hand my father's throne 
Cou'd be defended, *twas by mine alone: 

Row Troy to thee commends her future ſtate, 

And gives her gods companions of thy fate: 399 
From their aſſiſtance happier walls expect, 
Which, wand' ring long, at laſt thou ſhalt erect 

He faid, and brought me, from their bleſt abudes, 
The venerable ſtatues of the gods : 

With ancient Veſta from the facred quire, 395 
The wreaths and relics of th* immortal fire. 

Now peals of ſhouts come thund' ring from afar, 
Cries, threats, and loud laments, and mingl'd war: 
The noiſe approaches, tho” our palace ſtood 
Aloof from ſtreets, encompaſo'd with a wood. a4c0 
Louder, and yet more loud, I hear ti” alarms | 
Of human cries diſtin, and claſhing arms: 

Fear broke my flumbers: I no longer ſtay, 


But mount the terraſs, thence the town ſurvey, 
And hearken what the fruitful ſounds convey. 
Thus when a flood of fire by wind is borne, ach | 
Crackling it rolls, and mows the ſtanding corn; 
Or deluges, deſcending on the plains, | 
4 


Swerp o'er the yellow year, deftroy the pains 

Of lab'ring oxen, and the peaſant's gains: 

Unroot the foreſt oaks, and bear away 

Flocks, folds, and trees, an undiſtirguiſh'd prey. 

The ſhepherd climbs the cliff, and fees from far, 

The waſteful ravage of the wat'ry war. | 
Then | 


| 
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Then Hector's faith was manifeſtly clear'd, 4175 
And Grecian frauds in open light appear d. 
The palace of Deiphobus aſcends 
In ſmoky flames, and catches on his friends. 
Ucalegon burns next; the ſeas are bright 
With ſplendour, not their own; and ſhine with Tro- 
The ſound of trumpets mix'd with fighting cries, 
With frenzy feiz'd, I run to meet th” alarms, 
Reſolv'd on death, refolv'd to die in arms. 
But firſt to gather friends, with them t” oppoſe, 425 
F fortune favour'd, and repel the foes. 
Spurr'd by my courage, by my country fir'd ; 
With ſcaſe of honour, and revenge inſpir' d. 
Pantheus, Apollo's prieſt, a ſacred name, 
Had ſcap'd the Grecian ſwords and paſs'd the flame; 
With relics loaden to my doors he fled, 431 
And by the hand his tender grandſon led. 
What hope, O Pantheus! whither can we run? 
Where make a ſtand? and what may yet be done? 
Scarce had i faid, when Pantheus, with a groan, 43s 
Troy is no more, and Ilium was a town! 
The fatal day, th” appointed hour is come, 
When wrathful Jove's irrevocable doom 
Transfers the Trojan ſtate to Grecian hands ; 
The fire conſumes the tuwn, the foe commands, 440 
And arm'd hoſts an unexpected force, 
Break from the bowels of the fatal horſe. 
n T Within 
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Within the gates, proud Sinon throws abontt 

The flames, and foes for entrance preſs without. 
With thouſand others, whom I fear to name, 443 
More than from Argos, or Mycenz came. 

To ſev'ral poſts their parties they divide | 
Some block the narrow ſtreets, ſome ſcour the wide: 
The bold they kill, th” unwary they ſurpriſe, 

Who fights finds death, and death finds him who flies. 
The wardes of the gate but ſcarce maintain aze | 
Th' unequal combat, and refiſt in vain. 

FT heard; and heav'a, that well-born fouls inſpires, 
Prompts me, thro? lifted ſwords, and riſing fires | 
To run, where claſhing arms and clamour calls, 455 | 
And ruſh undaunted to defend the walls. | 
Ripheus and Iphitus by my ſide engage, 
For valuur one renown'd, and one for age. 
Dymas and Hypanis by moonlight knew 
My motions, and my mien, and to my party drew; | 
With young Chorcbus, who by love was led 461 
To win renown, and fair Caſſandra*s bed; 

And lately brought his troops to Priam's aid, 
Forewarn'd in vain, by the prophetic maid. 
Whom, when I ſaw, reſolv'd in arms to fall, 464 
And that one ſpirit animated all ; 

Brave ſouls, faid I, but brave, alas! in vain; 
Come, finiſh what our cruel fates ordain. 

You ſee the deſpꝰ rate ſtate of our affairs; 

And heav'n's protecting pow'rs are deaf to pray'rs. 
The paſſive gods behold the Greeks defile 471 | 


Their temples, and abandon to the ſpoil 
Fheic 
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Their own abodes : we, feeble we, confpire 
To fave a finking town, involv'd in fire. 
Then let us fall, but fall amid our foes, 475 
Deſpair of life, the means of living ſhows. 
8o bold a ſpeech encourag' d their deſire 
Of death, aud 2.:ded fuel to their fire. 

As hungry wolves, with raging appetite, 
Scour thro” the fields, nor fear the ſtormy night ; 4e 
Their whelps at home expect the promis'd food, 
And long to temper their dry chaps in blood : 
$0 ruſh'd we forth at once, refolv'd to die, 
Reſolv'sd in death the laſt extremes to try. 
We leave the narrow lanes behind, and dare 4%; 
Th” unequal combat in the public ſquare : 
Night was our friend, our leader was deſpair. 
What tongue can tell the laughter of that night? 
What eyes can weep the ſorrows and affright ! 
The lire-ts are filPd with frequent funerals: 
Houſcs and holy temples float in blood, 
And hoſt:le nations make a common flood. 
Not only Trojans fall, but in their turn, 
The vanquiſh'd triumph, and the victors mourn. 495 
Ours take new courage from deſpair and night; 
Confus'd the fortune is, confus'd the fight. 
All parts reſound with tumults, plaints, and fears, 
And prifly death in ſundry ſhapes appears. 
Androgeos fell among us, with his band, co 
Who thought us Grecians newly come to land: 

12 From 
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From whence, faid be, my friends, this long delay? 
You loiter while the ſpoils are borne away : 

Our ſhips are laden with the Trojan ſtore, 

And you, like truants, come too late aſhore, geg 
He ſaid, but ſoon corrected his miſtake, 

Found, by the doubtful anſwers which we make; 
Amaz'd, he wou'd have ſhun'd th” unequal fight, 
But we, more num'rous, intercept his flight. 

As when ſome peaſant in a buſhy brake, 6 
Has with unwary footing preſ.'d a ſnake ; | 
He ftarts afide, aſtoniſh'd whe" he ſpies, 

His rifing creſt, blue neck, and rolling eyes; 

So from our arms, ſurpris'd Androgeos flies. 

In vain ; for him and his we compals round, 7 


— — —— 


Poſſcſs'd with fear, unknowing of the ground, 
And of their lives an eafy conque ſt found. 
Thus fortune on our firſt endeavour ſmil'd ; 
Chore@bus then, with youthful hopes beguil'd, | 
Swolu with ſucceſs, and of a daring mind, $20 
This new invention fatally deſign'd. 

TTis fit we ſhould th” auſpicious guide obey. 
For what has ſhe theſe Grecian arms beſtuw'd, | 
But the'r deſtrudtion. and the Trojans goo! ? 3g 
Then change we ſhields, and their devices bear, 
Let fraud ſupply the wart of force in war. 
They find us arms. bebe 


In dead Androgros' ſpoils, bs upper veſt, 
His painted buckler and his plumy creſt. 337 
Thus 


| 
| 
| 
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Thus Rypheus, Dymas, all the Trojan train 

Lay down their own attire, and ſtrip the ſlain. 

Mix'd with the Greeks, we go with ill prefage, 

Flatter'd with hopes to glut our greedy rage: 

U known, aſſaulting whom we blindly meet, 233 

And frew, with Grecian carcaſes, the ſtreet. 

Thus while their ſtraggling parties we defeat, 

Some to the ſhore and ſafer ſhips retreat : 

And ſome opprefs'd with more ignoble fear, 

Remount the hollow horſe, and pant in ſecret there. 
But ah! what uſe of valour can be made, 541 

When heav'n's propitious pow'rs refuſe their aid ! 

Behold the royal propheteſs, the fair 

Caſſandra. dragg'd by her diſhevell'd hair; 

Whom not Minerva's ſhrine, nor facred bands, $45 

In ſafety cou'd protect from facrilegious hands: 

On heav'n ſhe caſt her eyes, ſhe figh'd, ſhe cry'd, 

(Twas all ſhe cou'd) her tender arms were ty'd. 

So fad a fight Chorœbus cou'd not bear, 

But fir'd with rage, diſtracted with deſpair ; 550 

Amid the bard'rous raviſhers he flew : | 

Our leader's raſh example we purſue. 

But ſtorms of ſtones, from the proud temple's height, 

Pour down, and on our batter'd helms alight : 

We from our friends receiv'd this fatal blow, 344 

Who thought us Grecians, as we ſcem'd in ſhow. 

They aim at the miſtaken creſts, from high, 

And ours beneath the pond”rous ruin lie. 

Then, mov'd with anger and diſdain, to ſee 

Their troops dilpers'd, the royal virgia free: 36 

The 
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The Grecians rally, and their pow rs unite ; 

With fury charge us, and renew the fight. 

The brotber-kings with Ajax join their force, 

And the whole ſquadron of Theffalian horſe. 
Thus, when the rival winds their quarrel try, 363 


Contending for the kingdom of the ſky ; 

South, eaſt ard weſt, on airy courſers born, 
The whirlwind gathers, and the torn: 
Then Nereus ſtrikes the deep, the b s riſe, 


And, mix'd with ooze and fand, pollute the ſkies. 3 20 
The troops we ſquander'd firſt, again appear 

From ſev'ral quarters, and incloſe the rear. 

They firſt obſerve, and to the reſt betray 

Our diff*rent ſpeech ; our borrow'd arms ſurvey. 
Oppreſs d with odds, we fall; Choraebus firſt, $25 
At Pallas“ altar, by Peneleus pierc'd. 

Then Rypheus follow'd, in th* unequal fight ; 

Juſt of his word, obſervant of the right : 

Heav'n thought not fo : Dymas their fate attends, 
With Hypanis, miſtaken by their friends. 380 
Nor Pantheus, thee, thy mitre nor the bands 

Of awful Phœbus, ſaved from impious hands. 

Ye Trojan flames your teſtimony bear, | 
What I perform'd, and what | ſuſſer d there: 

No ſword avoiding in the fatal ftrife, 535 


Expos'd to death, and prodigal of life. 

Witneſs, ye heav'ns! I live not by my fault, 

I ftrove to have deſerv'd the death I ſought. 

But when I cou'd not fight, and wou'd have dy'd, 
Borne off to diſtance by the growing tide, 8 


| 
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Old Iphitus and I were hurry'd thence, 

With Pelias wounded, and without defence. 

New clamours from th” inveſted palace ring; 

We run to die, or diſengage the king. 

So hot th” aſſault, ſo high the tumult roſe, 393 
While ours defend, and while the Greeks oppoſe : 
As all the Dardan and Argolic race 

Had been contracted in that narrow ſpace ; 

Or as all Nium elſe were void of fear, 

And tumult, war, and ſlaughter only there. 600 
Their targets in a tortoiſe caſt, the foes 

Secure advancing, to the turrets roſe : 

Some mount the ſcaling ladders, fome more bold 
Swerve upwards, and by poſts and pillars hold: 604 
Their left hand gripes their bucklers, in th” aſcent, 
While with the right they ſeize the battlement. 
From the demoliſh'd tow'rs the Trojans throw 
Huge heaps of ſtones, that falling cruſh the foe : 
And heavy beams and rafters from the fides, 

(Such arms their laſt neceſſity provides :) 620 
And gilded roofs come tumbling from on high, 

The marks of ſtate and ancient royalty. 

The guards below, fix'd in the paſs, attend 
The charge undaunted, and the gate defend. 
Renew'd in courage, with recover'd breath, 61g 
A ſecond time we ran to tempt our death : 
To clear the palace from the foe, ſucceed 
The weary living, and revenge the dead. 
A poſtern door, yet unobſerv'd and free, 
Jow'sd by the length of a blind gallery, 


620 
To 
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To the king's cloſet led, a way well known 

To Hector's wife, while Priam held the throne : 
Thro* which ſhe brought 4ſtyanax, unſeen, 

To chear his grandfire, and his grandfire's queen. 
Throꝰ this we paſs, and mount the tow'r. from whence 
With unavailing arms the Trojans make defence. 626 
From this the trembling king had oft deſcry'd 

The Grecian camp, and ſaw their navy ride. 

Beams from its lofty height with ſwords we hew ; 
Then wrenching with our bands, th” aſſault renew. 
And where the rafters on the columns meet, 631 
We puſh them headlong with our arms and feet: 
Nor thunder louder than the ruin'd wall : 


Down goes the top at once ; the Greeks beneath 633 


Are piecemeal torn, or pounded into death. 

Yet more ſucceed, and more to death are ſent; 

We ceaſe not from above, nor they below relent. 

Before the gate ſtood Pyrrhus, threat ning loud, 

With glitt' ring arms conſpicuous in the crowd. 646 

So ſhines, renew'd in youth, the creſted ſnake, 

Who ſlept the winter in a thorny brake; 

And caſting off his ſlough, when ſpring returns, 

Now looks aloft, and with new glory burns : 

Neſtor' d with pois'nous herbs, his ardent fides 64g 

Refle& the ſun, and rais'd on ſpires he rides; 

High o'er the grafs, biſſing he rolls along, 

And brandiſhes by fits his forky tongue. 

Proud Periphas, and fierce Automedon, 

His father's charigteer, together run 650 
To 
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To force the gate : Scyrian infantry 

Ruſh on in crowds, and the barr'd paſſage free. 
And flaming firebrands to the roofs aſcend. 
Himſelf among the foremoſt, deals his blows, 65g 
And with his axe repeated ſtrokes beſtows 
On the ſtrong doors : then all their ſhuulders ply, 
Till from the poſts the brazen hinges fly. 

He hews apace, the double bars at length 

Yield to his axe, and unreſiſted ſtrength. 660 
A mighty breach is made, the rooms conceaPd 
Appear, and all the palace is reveal” 1. 

The halls of audience and of public ſtate, 
And where the lonely quecu in ſceret ſat. 
Arm'd fol-Liers now by trembling maids are ſeen, 66g 
With not a door, and ſcarce a ſpace between. 
The houſe is fill'd with loud laments and cri es, 
And ſhricks of women reud the vaulted Kies. 

The fearful matrons run from place to place, 

And kifs the threſholds, and the pofts embrace. 6780 
The fatal work inhuman Pyrrhus plies, 

And all his father ſparkles is. his e es. 

Nor bars nor fightiog guards his force ſuſtain ; 

The bars are broi.en and the guad are ſlain. 

In ruſh the Greeks, and all th” ph, ments fill; 673 
Tol few defendents whom they find they kuk 

Nut with 1. Herne a rage, the foaming flood 

Roars, when he finds his rapid courſe withſtood ; 
Bears down the lame with unrefiſte ! fway, 
Anu ſweeps the catilke and the cots away. 


680 
Theſe 
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Theſe eyes beheld him, when he march'd between 
The brother-kings: I ſaw th* unhappy queen, | 
To ftain his hallow'd altar with his blood. 

The fifty nuptia? beds: (ſuch hopes had he, 63x 
So large a promiſe of a progeny.) 

The poſts of plated gold, and hung with ſpoils, 
Fell the reward of the proud v ctor's toils. 
Where'er the raging fire had left a ſpace, 

The Grecians enter, and poſſeſs the place. 699 
Perhaps you may of Priam's fate enquire : 

He, when he ſaw nis regal town on fire, 

His ruin'd palace, and his ent'ring foes, | 
On every fide inevitable woes 
In arms diſus'd, inveſts his limbs decay'd 66 
Like them, with age; a late and uſeleſs aid. 

His f-eble ſhoulucrs icarce the weight ſuſtain ; : 


Loaded, not arm'd, he creeps along, with pain; 
Deſpai-.ng of ſuccefs ; ambitious to be flain! 
Uncover'd but by heav'n, there ſtood in view 0 
An altar; near the hearth a laurel grew; 

Dodder'd with age, whoſe boughs encompaſs round 
The houſhold gods, and ſhade the holy ground. 
Here Hecuba, with all her helplefs train 

Of dames, for ſhelter ſought, but ſought in vain. 70g 
Driv'a like a flock of doves along the ſky, 

Their images they hug, and to their altars fly. 

The queen, when ſhe beheld her trembling lord, 
And hanging by his fide a heavy ſword, 


= | 
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What rage, ſhe cry'd, has ſeia d my huſband's mind, 
What arms are theſe, and to what uſe defign'd ? 
Theſe times want other aids: were Hector here, 
Ev'n Hector now in vain, like Priam wou'd appears 
With us, one common ſhelter thou ſhalt find, 

Or in one common fate with us be join'd. 715 
She ſaid, and with a laſt ſalute embrac'd 
The poor old man, and by the laurel plac'd. 
Behold Polites, one of Priam's fons, 

Pur ſu'd by Pyrrhus, there for ſafety runs. | 
Thro' ſwords and foes, amaz*d and hurt he flies 729 
Thro' empty courts and open galleries: 

Him Pyrraus, urging with his lance, purſues ; 

And often reaches, and his thruſts renews. 

The youth transfix'd, with lamentable cries 
Expires, before his wretched parents“ eyts. 723 
Whom, gaſping at his feet, when Priam ſaw, 

The fear of death gave place to nature's law. 

And ſhaking more with anger than with age, 

The gods, faid he, requite thy brutal rage; 

As ſure they will, Barbarian, ſure they muſt, 730 
If there be gods in heav'n, and gods be juſt : 

Who tak'ſt in wrongs an infolent delight; 

With a ſon's death t' infe a father's fight. 

Not he, whom thou and lying fame conſpire 

To call thee his: not he, thy vaunted fire. 724 
Thus us'd my wretched age: the gods he ſcar'd, 
The laws of nature and of nations heard. 

He chear'd my forrows, and for ſums of gold 

The bloodleſs carcaſe of my Hector ſold. 


Pity'd 
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Pity'd the woes a parent underwent, 

And fent me back in ſafety from his tent. 
This faid, his feeble hand a javelin threw, 

Which flutt'ring, ſeem d to loiter as it flew ; 

Juſt, and but barely, to the mark it held, 

And faintly tinkl'd on the brazen ſhield. 745 
Then Pyrrhus thus: Go thou from me to fate; 

And to my father my foul deeds relate. 

Now die: with that he dragg'd the trembling fire, 

Sud' ring thro” clotter'd blood, and holy mire, 749 

_ (The mingl'd paſte his murder d fon had made,) 

Haul'd from beneath the violated ſhade ; 

And on the facred pile the royal victim laid. 

His right hand held his bloody fauchion bare, 

His left he twiſted in his hoary hair: 758 


The lukewarm blood came ruſhing thro? the wound, 
And ſanguine ftreams diftain'd the facred ground. 
Thus Priam fell, and ſhar'd one common fate 
With Troy in aſhes, and his ruin'd ftate: 
He, who the ſcepter of all Aſia fway'd, 760 
Whom monarchs like domeitic ſlaves obey'd, 
On the bleak ſhore now lies th* abandon'd king, 
A headleſs carcaſe, and a nameleſs thing. 
Then, not before, I felt my curdled blood 
Congeal with fear; my hair with horror ſtood ; 765 
My father's i. nage filFd my pious mind; 
Leſt equal years might equal furtune find. 

Agais 


* This whole Line is taken from Sir John Denham. 


Then, with a ſpeedy thruſt, his heart he found: 
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Again I thought on my forſaken wife, 

And trembled for my ſon's abandon' life. 

I look'd about; but found myſelf alone, 

Deſerted at my need, my friends were gone. 

Some ſpent with toil, ſome with deſpair oppreſs'd, 

Leap'd headlong from the heights, the flames con- 
ſumꝰ d the reſt. 

Thus, wand' ring in my way, without a guide, 

The graceleſs Helen in the porch 1 ſpy'd 774 

Of Veſta's temple ; there ſlie lurkꝰd alone; 

Muffled ſhe ſat, and, what ſhe cou'd, unknown ; 

But, by the flames, that caſt their blaze around, 

That common bane of Greece and Troy, I found. 

For llium burat, ſte dreads the Trojan's ſword ; 

More dreads the vengeance of her irjur'd lord; 281 

Ev'n by thoſe gods, who refug'd her, abhborr'd. 

Trembling with rage, the ftrumpet I regard; 

Refolv'sd to give her guilt the due reward. 

And leave in flames unhappy Troy behind ? 

In ftate attended with a captive crew ; 

While unreverg'd, the good old Priam falls, 

And Crecian fires conſume the Trojan walls? 490 

For this the Phrygian fields and Xanthian flood 

Were ſwell'd with bodies and were drunk with blood? 

*Tis true, a ſoldier can ſmall honour gain, 

And boaſt no conqueſt from a woman flain ; 

Yet ſhall the fact not paſs without applauſe, 795 

Of vengeace taken in ſo juſt a cauſe. 
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The puniſh'd crime ſhall ſet my foul at eaſe, 
And murmuring manes of my friends appeaſe. 
Thus while I rave, a gleam of pleaſant light 
Spread o'er the place, and ſhining heav*aly bri 
My mother ſtood reveal'd before my fight. 
Never ſo radiant did her eyes appear; 
Nor her own ftar confeſe d a light fo clear. 
Great in her charms, as when on gods above 
She looks, and breathes herſelf into their love. 805 
She held my hand, the deſtin'd blow to break; 
Then from her roſy lips began to ſpeak. 
My fon, from whence this madneſs, this neglet 
Of my commands, and thoſe whom I protect? 
Why this unmanly rage; recal to mind $19 
Whom you forſake, what pledges leave behind. 
Look if your hapleſs father yet ſurvive ; 
Or if Aſcanius or Creuſa live. 
Around your houſe the greedy Grecians err; 
315 


And theſe had periſh'd in the nightly war, 
But for my preſence and protecting care. 
Not Helen's face, nor Paris was in fault : 
But by the gods was this deſtruction brought. 
Now caſt your eyes around; while I diſſolve 
The miſts and films that mortal eyes involve; 820 
Purge from your fight the droſs, and make you ſce 
The ſhape of each avenging deity. 

Enlighten'd thus. my juſt commands fulfil ; 

Nor fear obedience to your mother's will. 

Where yon diſorder' d heap of ruin lies, 835 
Nones rent from Kone, where clouds of Cuſt ahh. 


| 
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Amid that ſmother, Neptune holds his place, 
Belbw the wall's foundation drives his mace, 
And heaves the building from the ſolid baſe. ? 
Look where, in arms, imperial Juno ſtands, 8z3c 
Fall in the Sczan gate, with loud commands; 
Urging on ihore the tardy Grecian bands. c 
See Pallas, of her ſnaky buckler proud, 
Beſtrides the tow'r, refulgent thro? the cloud: 
Sce Jove new courage to the foe ſupplies, 835 
And arms againſt the town the partial deities. 
Haſte hence, my fon, this fruitleſs labour end; 
Haſte where your trembling ſpouſe and fire attend; 
Haſte, anda motherꝰ's care your paſſage ſhall befricnd. 
She faid ; aud ſwiftly vaniſh*d from my fight, 840 
Obſcure in clouds, and gloomy ſhades of night. 
I look'd, I iiften'd, drendful ſounds I hear, 
And the dire forms of hoſtile gods appear. 
Troy ſunk in flames I ſaw, nor cou'd prevent 
Rent like a mountain aſh, which dar'd the winds, 
And ſtood the ſturdy ſtrokes of lab'ring hinds; 
About the roots the cruel axe reſounds, 
The ſtumps are pierc'd with oft repeated wounds. 
The war is felt on high, the nodding crown 850 
Now threats a fall, and throws the leafy hongurs down. 
To their united force it yields, tho” late, 
And mourns with mortal zroans th” approaching fate: 
The roots no more their upper load ſuſtain ; 8:4 
But down ſhe falls, and ſpreads a ruin thro” the plain. 
Us3 De ſceading 
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Deſcending thence, I *ſcape thro” foes and fire; 
Before the goddeſs, foes and flames retire. 
Arriv'd at home, he for whoſe only fake, 

Or moſt for his, ſuch toils I undertake ; 


The good Anchiſes, whom, by timely flight, 860 


I purpos'd to ſecure on Ida's height, 
Refus'd the journey, reſolute to die, 
And add his fun'rals to the fate.of Troy; 
Rather than exile and old age ſuſtain. 


Had heav'n decreed that I ſhould life enjoy, 

Heav'n had decreed to fave unhappy Troy. 

"Tis ſure enough, if not too much for one, 

Twice to have ſeen our llium overthrown. 

Make haſte to fave the poor remaining crew; 37a 
And give this uſcleſs corps a long adicu. 

Theſe weak old hands ſuffice to top my breath: 

At leaft the pitying foes will aid my death, 

To take my ſpoils, and leave my body bare: 

As for my ſepulchre let heav*n take care. $75 
*Tis long fince I, for my celeſtial wiſe, 
Loath'd by the gods, have dragg'd a ling'ring life; 
Since ev'ry hour and moment I expire, 
Blaſted from heav'n by Jove's avenging fire. 

This oft repeated, he ſtood fix'd to die; 830 
Myſelf, my wife, my fon, my family, | 
Intreat, pray, beg, and raiſe a doleful cry. 

What, will be ftill perſiſt, on death reſolve, 

And in his ruin all his houſe involve! 


' 


| 


| 


Go you, whoſe blood runs warm in ev'ry vein: 86g 


„ 


| 


„ 
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He ſtill perfifts his reaſons to maintain 3 835 
Our pray'ra, our tears, our loud laments are vain. 

Urg'd by deſpair, again I go to try 
The fate of arms, reſolv'd in fight to die. 
What hope remains, but what my death muſt give? 
Can I without ſo dear a father live 7 890 
You term it prudence, what I baieneſs call: 


Cou' d ſuch a word from ſuch a parent fall? 


If fortune pleaſe, and ſo the gods ordain, 
That nothing ſhou'd of ruin'd Troy remain, 
And you couſpire with fortune, to be flainz 839g 
The way to death is wide, th* approaches near; 
For ſoon relentleſs Pyrrhus will appear, 
Recking with Priam's blood; the wretch who flew 
The fon (inhuman) in the father's view, 
And then the fire himſelf to the dire altar drew. 

O goddeſs mother, give me back to fate; 90 
Your gift was undeſir d, and came too late. 

Did you for this, unhappy me convey 

Thro? foes and fires, to ſee my houſe a prey? 

Shall I, my tather, wife. and fon behold gog 
Welt' ring in blood, each others arms infold ? 
Haſte, gird my ſword, tho" ſpent and overcome; 
*Tis the laſt ſummons to receive your doom; - 
I hear thee, fate, and I obey thy call: 

Not unreveng'd the foe ſhall fee my fall. 910 
Reſtore me yet to the unfini{h'd fight ; 
My death is wanting to conclude the night. 

9 
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Arm'd once again, my ęlitt'ring ſword I wield, 
While th” other hand ſuſtains my weighty ſhic'd ; | 
And forth I ruſh to ſeek th* abandon'd field. 913 

I went ; but fad Creuſa fopp'd my way, 

And crofs the threſhold in my paſſage lay : 
Embrac'd my knees, and when | wou'd have gone, 
Shew'd me my feeble fire and tender fon. 
If death be your defign, at leaſt, ſaid ſhe, 920 
Take us along to ſhare your deſtiny. 
If any farther hopes in arms remain, 

This place, theſe pledges of your love maintain. 

To whom do you expoſe your father's life, 924 
Your ſon's, and mine, your now forgotten wife! 
While thus ſhe fills the houſe with clam'rous cries, 
Our hearing is diverted by our eyes: 

For while I held my fon, in the ſhort ſpace, 

Betwixt our kiſſes and our laſt embrace ; 

Strange to relate, from young lulus' head "t 


A lambent flame aroſe, which gently fpread 
Around his brows, and on his temples fed. 
Amaz'd, with running water we prepare 

To quench the facred fire, and flake his hair : | 


But old Anchiſcs, vers'd in omens, rear'd 935 

His hands to heav'n, and this requeſt preferr'd. 

If any vows, almighty Jove, can bend i 

Thy will, if piety can pray'rs commend, 

Confirm the glad preſage which thou art pleas'd to 
fend. 

A peal of rattling thunder roll in air; hs | 
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There ſhot a ſtreaming lamp along the ſky, 


Which on the winged lightning feem's to fly; 
And trailing vaniit'd in the Idean grove. 945 
It ſwept a path in heav'n, and ſhone a guide: 
Then in a ſteaming ſtench of ſulphur dy'd. 

The good old man with fuppliant hands implor'd 
The gods protection, and their ſtar ador'd. 
Now, now, ſaid he, my fon, no more delay, 950 
I yield, I follow where heav'n ſhews the way. 
Keep (O my country gods) our dwelling-place, 
And guard this relic of the Trojan race : 
This tender child, thefe omens are your own, 
And you can yet reſtore the ruin'd town. 934 
I ſtand refign'd, and am prepar d to go. 

He faid ; the crackling flames appear on high, 
And driving ſparkles dance along the ſky. 
With Vulcan's rage the rifing winds conſpire, 966 
And near our palace roll the flood of fire. 
Haſte, my dear father, (tis no time to wait, 
And load my ſhoulders with a willing freight. 
Whate'er befals, your life ſhall be my care, 
One death, or one deliv'rance we will ſhare. g6g 
4 My hand ſhall lead our little fon ; and you, 
My faithful conſort. ſhall our ſteps purſue. 
| Next, you my ſervants, heed my ſtrict commands: 
Without the walls a ruin'd temple ſtands, 
| To Ceres hallow'd once; a cypreſs nigh 979 
Shoots up her veucrable head on high, 


By 
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By long religion kept: there bend your fret, 

And in divided parties let us meet. 

Our country gods, the relics, and the bands, 

Hold you, my father, in your guiltleſs hands: g7g 
In me *tis impious holy things to bear, 

Red as I am with laughter, new from war: 

Till in ſome living f:ream I cleauſe the guilt 

Of dire debate, and blood in battle ſpilt. 
Thus, ord” ring all that prudence cou'd provide, 980 
I clothe my ſhoulders with a lion's hide ; 

And yellow ſpoils ; then, on my bending back, 
The welcome load of my dear father take. 

While on my better hand Aſcanius hung, 
Creuſa kept behind: by ehoice we ſtray 
Thro? ev'ry dark and ev'ry devious way. 
I, who ſo bold and dauntlefs juſt before, 
The Grecian darts and ſhocks of lances bore, 

At ev'ry ſhadow now am ſciz'd with fear, 990 
Not for myſelf, but for the charge I bear. 

Till near the ruinꝰd gate arriv'd at laſt, 

Secure, and deeming all the danger paſt z 

A frightful noiſe of trampling feet we hear; 

My father looking thro” the ſhales with fear, 333 
Cry'd out, Haſte, haſte, my fon, the foes are nigh; 
Their ſwords and ſhining armour I deſcry. 
Some hoſtile god, for ſome unknown offence, 

Had fure bereft my mind of better ſenſe : 

For while thro” winding ways I took my flight, 1ccs 
And ſought the ſhelter of the gloomy ungut; 


Alas! 


: 
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Alas! I loſt Creuſa: hard to tell 

If by her fatal deſtiny the fell, 

Or weary fat, or wander d with affright 3 

But the was lot for ever to my fight. oo: 

I] knew not, or reflected, till I mect 

My friends, at Ceres“ now deferted ſeat : 

We met: not one was wanting, only ſhe 

Deceiv'd her friends, her fon, and wretched me. 

What mad expreſſions did my tongue refuſe! 1010 

Whom did I not of gods or men accuſe ! 

This was the fatal blow, that pain'd me more 

Than all I felt from ruin'd Troy before. 

Stung with my loſs, and raving with deſpair, 

Abandoning my now forgotten care, zorg 

Of counſel, comfort, and of hope bereft, : 

My fire, my fon, my country gods, I left. 

In ſhining armour once again | ſheath 

My limbs, not feeling wonnds, nor fearing death. 

Then headlong to the burning walls | run, 1020 

And ſeek the danger I was forc'd to ſhun. 

I tread my former tracks; thro” night explore 

Each paſſage, ev'ry ſtreet | croſs'd before. 

All things were full of horror and affright, 

And dreadful! ev'n the filence of the night. 1c 23 

Then, to my father's houſc I make repair, 

With fome fmall glimpſe of hope to find her there: 

Inſtead of her the cruel Greeks I met; 

The houſe was ſill'd with fors, with flames beſet. 

Dris'n on the wings of wirds, whole ſheets of fire, 

Throꝰ air trauſported, to the roofs aſpire. 1031 
Trom 
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From thence to Priam's palace I refort, 

And ſearch the citadel and deſert court. 

Then, unobſerv'd, I paſs'd by Juno's church; 

A guard of Grecians had poflcfs'd the porch: 103g 
And thither all the wealth of Troy convey. 
The ſpoils which they from ranſack'd houſes brought; 
And golden bowls from burniug altars caught. 

The tables of the gods, the purple veſts, 1040 
The people's treaſure, and the pomp of prieſts. 

A rank of wretched youths, with pinion'd bands, 
And captive matrons in long orde: ſtands. 

Then, with ungovern'd madveſs, I proclaim, 

Throꝰ all the filent ſtreets, Creuſa's name. 1045 
Creuſa ill I call; at length ſhe hears, 

And ſudden, thro” the ſhades of night, appears. 
Appears, no more Creuſa, nor my wife, 
But a pale ſpectre, larger than the life. 
Aghaſt, aftoniſh'd, and ſtruck dumb with fear, 1058 
I ftood ; like briſtles roſe my ſtiffen'd hair: 

Then thus the ghoſt began to ſooth my grief: 

Nor tears, nor cries, can give the dead relief; 
Defiſt, my much-lov'd lord, t” indulge your pain; 
You bear no more than what the gods ordain. 1034 
My fates permit me not from hepce to fly, 

Nor he, the great comptroller of the ſky. 

Long wand”ring ways for you the pow'rs decree ; 
On land hard labours, and a length of fea. 
Then, after many painful years are paſt, 
On Latium's happy ſhare you ſhall be caſt 
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Where gentle Tiber from his bed beholds 

The flow'ry meadows and the feeding folds. 

There end your toils, and there your fates provide 

A quiet kingdom and a royal bride : 1065 

There fortune ſhall the Frojan line reſtore; 

And you for loſt Creuſa weep no more. 

Fear not that I ſhall watch with ſervile ſhame, 

Th” imperious looks of ſome proud Grecian dame; 

Or ſtooping to the vitor's luſt, diſgrace 1078 

My goddeſs-mother, or my royal race. 

And now, farewel : the parent of the gods 

Reftrains my ficeting foul in her abodes : 

I truſt our common iſſue to your care. 

She ſaid : and giiding paſs'd unſeen ia air. 1073 

I trove to ſpeak, but horror ty d my tongue; 

And thrice about her neck my arms I flung, f 

And thrice deceiv'd, on vain embraces hung. 

Light as an empty dream at break of day, 

Or as a blaſt of wind, ſhe ruſh'd away. 1080 
Thus, baving paſs'd the night in fruitleſs pain, 

I, to my longing friends, return again. 

Am-z d th* augmented number to behold, 

Of mc: and matrons mix d, of young and old: 

A v::t:hed exiFd crew together brought, 1085 

With arms appointed and with treaſure fraught. 

R. ſots'd, and willing under my command, 

To gun all hazards both of fea and land. 

The morn began, from Ida, to diſplay 

Her roſy cheeks, and Phoſphor led the day: cg 

Before 
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Before the gates the Grecians took their poſt, 

And all pretence of late relief was loſt. 

I yield to fate, unwillingly retire, 

And loaded, up the hill convey my fire. 
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